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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit. 
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LEND ME FIVE SHILLINGS: 


DY Furve, in One Act. 


BY JOHN MADDISON MORTON, ESQ. 


COAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Park, N. Y., 1846. ot ba ae N. he 1846. 
Mr. Goli Li eer ee Mr. Bass. olland 


Oaptain hobs. ..eseees- ‘* G. Barrett Mv Nickinson. 
Captain Spruce...ccccoes “Crocker. | ‘* Levere. 
Moreland... cvecvececess “ M’Doaall “ Clark. 

SAMaas si sccceteuccionsen ‘* De Walden ‘* Bleecker. 
Mfrs. Major Phobbs...... Mrs. Abbott. Miss Mary Taylor. 
Mrs. Captain Phobbs....Miss Kate Horn. “Roberts. 


Ladies and Gentlemen. 


SCENE.—A_ Room adjoining the Ball-room at a 
Hotel. The ball-room is seen at back, through 
three large folding-doors. 
the curtain a quadrille band heard in baill- 
room, in which two sets are formed. Another 
set is also formed on the stage, composed and 
arranged as follows: Mr. GOLIGHTLY and MRs. 
MAJOR PHOBBS, with their backs to the audience. 
Opposite to them another couple. At L. of them 
CAPTAIN SPRUCE and Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS, 
and opposite to them MORELAND and a LADY. 
As the curtain rises GOLIGHTLY and Mrs. Ma- 
JOR PHOBBS and their vis-a-vis are dancing the 
last figure of a quadrille. 


Mrs. M. P. [to GorrgH rey.) So you are really 
partial i. dancing, Mr. Golightly 


partner I 


power to make me the happiest of men. 
Mrs. M. P. You're quite eloquent, I declare! ° 
Goli. Nothiag to what I should be if I wasn’ 
so dreadfully out of breath. Phew! [Fans himself. 
Mor. {to Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS.] You surely 
cannot refuse the last request I perhaps shall 
ever make? 


it without compromising myself! 
Mrs. M. P. [aside and observing them.] Can it 
be as I suspected? But I'll not lose sight of them ! 
Goli. I assure you, my dear madame, I haven’t 
words in my vocabulary to express my delight in 


meeting you again. [MORELAND and his partner|ha! Ob, my good, sober, serious sister-in-law, if 
enter the ball-room through L. Cc. SPRUCE and} you only knew—ha, ha! 
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At the rising of| 


Goli. Lt permed doat upon it, and with such a| 
tter myself I could dance till 1 dropped; 
in short, most fascinating of women, ’tis in your|lightly, his devotion to me really deserves better 


Mrs. C. P. Indeed I must, for I cannot grant ea this young man, this Mr. Moreland ? 
Mrs 
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Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS retire a little.] Might I 
be allowed ? 
[Offers his arm to Mrs. MaJoR PHOBBS. 

Mrs. M. P. No, thank you! 

Golt. Rraparsge ly. May I press an ice upon you, 
or a bottle of ginger beer ? 

Mrs. M. P. [coldly.] I'd rather not ! 

Goli. Shall we stroll through the rooms? 

Mrs. M. P. I am too fatigued ! 

Goli. Then I'll run and fetch a chair ! 

Mrs. M. P. [annoyed.] I'd rather stand! 

Goli. Oh! may I claim this fair hand for the 
next quadrille ? 

Mrs. M. P. 'Tis already engaged ! 


Goli. May I enjoy the felicitous prospect of 
polking with you ? 
Mrs. M. P. (sharpl, y. Mr. Golightly, I wish 


you to understand, sir, that Iam engaged for the 
whole of the evening. [Turns her back on him, 
and joins CAPTAIN SPRUCE and MRS. CAPTAIN 
PHOBBS. SPRUCE bows, and enters the ball-room, Cc. 
Goli. {after a pause.] Now I don’t want to 
flatter myself, but I wish it to be distinctly under- 
stood, that I consider myself very ill-treated. The 
lovely woman has humiliated me—and with re- 
spect to the lovely woman’s assertion that she’s 
engaged for the whole of the evening, I look upon 
the lovely woman as having perpetrated a very 
considerable thumper; it’s evident she means to 
cut me, in which case the most manly course for 
me to adopt is obviously to cut her. [ll do some-. 
thing desperate! I'll rush to the gaming-table, 
and plunge headlong into the intoxicating whirl- 
pool of sixpenny shorts. There she is! She 
shan’t see the agitation of this swelling bosom— 
ino, no; Pi hum a tune if I die for it—la, la, la! 
[Goes out, dancing and singing, R 
Mrs. M. P. [watching him out.) Poor Mr. Go- 


treatment. Julia, one word. 
Mrs. C. P. Not now, sister-in-law; my husband 
is waiting for me. 
Mrs. M. P. Where is Captain Phobbs ? 
Mrs. C. P. As usual, at the whist-table. 
[Goes towards R. D. ¥F. 
Mrs. M. P. Onemoment, excuse a sister-in-law’s 


P. Well? 
Mrs. M. P. He seems very attentive. 
Mrs. C. P. He’s very agreeable. 
Mrs. M. P. Then he’s the more to be feared. 
Mrs. C. P. Feared! what, Cousin George? Ha, 
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Mrs. M. P. Knew what? Speak! | Mrs. M. P. You can do me a great service. | 
Enter MORELAND, followed by CAPTAIN SPRUCE. | Will you refuse me ? 

Mor. {hastily approaching the ladies.| May [| Goli. If1 do— Idon't meanthat. Command me, 
be allowed to conduct you to the refreshment- interesting female—command me! What is it? 
room, ladies ? | Mrs. M. P. Simply to afford me as much of your 

Mrs. M. P. [with marked intention.| Thank' society as you can spare me during the evening, 
_ you, sir, but Captain Spruce has kindly offered to’ and to escort me home when the ball breaks up. 
escort us; he is tenacious of his perogatives as'_ Goli. Ye gods! [Cutting a high caper.| Mad- 
Master of the Ceremonies! ‘ame, I don’t know if it’s peculiar to me, but some- 

Spruce. Decidedly tenacious! [ The two LADIES how or other I am generally at a loss to say what 
take his arm, and are about to go off, when CAP- J mean when I can’t find words to express myself. 


- TAIN PHOBBS enters from R. D. F. | Mrs. M. P. Vil let you know when I wish to | 

_ Capt. P. [R. c., towards room, as he enters.| retire, and perhaps you will order a fly. Adieu | 

You shall have your revenge presently, gentle- for the present ! [Goes into the ball-room, c. 
: 'men! Ha, ha! Such arunofcards! three bum-| Goli. It’s toomuch—it’s much too much!—a téte- 


_ per rubbers in succession! Ha, ha! [ Putting money a-téte with a one-horse woman in a fly—I mean 
in his pocket.) Ah, Julia! {to Mrs. CAprarn! with a fly with a one-horse woman! No, that’s 
PHOBBS] not tired of dancing already, eh? Isay, not it—with a woman in a one-horse fly! Tl en- 
Spruce, { am not afraid of trusting my wife with gage one directly. Ill take it by the hour. I['ll 
you. Au revoir! [Gallantly kisses her hand, and give the coachman half a crown to drive at the 
She goes into the ball-room with CAPTAIN SPRUCE. slowest possible pace! Perhaps for five shillings 


MORELAND follows them, c. he’d upset us! Oh! ecstatic thought! Dll about 
" Mrs. M. P. Well, brother-in-law, what have it thisinstant! Oh, lud! [Suddenly recoliects him- 
_ }$ you to say to me? self.) I forgot—[ haven’t got any money ! 
, Capt. P. Why, the fact is, I’m obliged to leave’ [Hastily searching his pockets, one after another. | 
_} “The gay, the gay and festive scene—the halls, Enter MORELAND, from C., down UL. | 
' ¢ the halls of dazzling light”—I’m going home. | Mor. Heyday, Mr. Golightly! what’s thematter? | 
_ Mrs. M. P. Home! | Goli. Ah! come here! [Seizes his hand.] Sir, I | 


— 


Capt. P. Yes. A memorial to the commander- seize this opportunity of declaring to you, on the 
in-chief which I must send off by to-night’s post. honor of a gentleman, that there is nobody in the | 
Mrs. M. P. Surely you'll not leave your wife world for whom I entertain more unbounded es- 
here alone in a public hor oP aa ne teem, respect and admiration than I do for you. 
Capt. P. [imitating her.| ‘ Public ball-room !”, Lend me five shillings! 
What of that? Ill trouble you or any one else Mor. Really, Mr. Golightly, I’m exceedingly 
to find a more respectable assembly in the three sorry, but— 
kingdoms than our Bedford Assize Ball. And; Goli. Now don’t say you haven’t got ’em, be- | 
I dare say I shall be back time enough to take cause such is the peculiarity of my present posi- 
her home; and if I ain’t, somebody else will! tion, that you must lend me five shillings—or two 
There’s her Cousin George, for instance—he’ll be half-crowns, Ym not particular—whether you’ve 
delighted, I’m sure ! got ’em or not. 
Mrs. M. P. {aside.| Too delighted, I’m afraid.; Mor. Pshaw! will you give me an explanation ? 
can ea P ul she pos se Bons: oy ee gue NY, ae sell you one—you shall have © 
o’clock—not a moment later. So good-by. Isay, it cheap—five shillings. 
sister-in-law, you'll take care she has lots of part- | Mor. Proceed. 
ners, will you? and plenty of negus?. Good-by ; Goli. You must know, then, I have discovered | 
Tm in a devil of a hurry! ‘this evening, in this very room, a treasure which 
Mrs. M. P. So it appears, since you’re going I thought I had lost forever! 
witbout your pat. roe ae | Mor. Oh, what! you had dropped something, eh? | 
Capt. P. So I am eclare! Let me see, I} Goli. No, sir; a lovely woman!—a female I , 
think I left it in the ‘card-room! [ Hurries out. ‘most devoutly doat upon ! 
Mrs. M. P. So ne ppp eene is as blind as the) Mor. And she’s asked you to lend her’five shil- | 
wife. However, as Julia is left under my protec- lings—ha, ha! 
tion, I'll endeavor to secure her from Mr. More-| Goli. Pshaw! Listen! It is now fifteen months 
-land’s attentions. But how ? [ Reflecting. | since I went to Harrowgate to drink the waters. 
races GOLIGHTLY, se 'Did you ever drink the Harrowgate waters? 
Goli. Now Vm happy—my mind’s at peace!| Mor. Never. 
I’m a ruined man—for the rest of the evening!| Goli. Then you’ve a treat tocome. Such dread- 
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I’ve lost every shilling I had in my pocket! ful— Oh, lud! [Rubs his stomach.) Well, the | 
first, and, by the bye, the last, time I imbibed the 
ly ! may he not be of service to me ? horrible beverage, a lady entered the pump-room | 


Goli. Ha, ha: I can’t help thinking of my un- for the same purpose; and while I was admiring 
ortunate partner. An elderly female with a sort the Christian resignation with which she swal- 
of ascarlet towel round her head! She wanted lowed the contents of a colossal tumbler, it sud- 
to know if I wished to rob her—ha, ha! ‘denly came on torain. Did you ever see it rain 

_ Mrs. M. P. {approaching.| Mr. Golightly ! ‘at Harrowgate ? 
_ Goli. [seeing her. Aside.) So! [Aloud, and| Mor. Never. 
| singing.| *‘ 1 dreamt that I dweltin marble halls!” Goli. Then that’s another treat to come. In- 
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: 
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| Mrs. M. P. [seeing GOLIGHTLY.] Mr. Golight- 
. 
| 


EEE 


Mrs. M. P. I hope you are not angry with me? stantly offered my umbrella, which was accepted! 
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. Goli. [aside, sighing.| Ob, dear! Mor. Lucky fellow! 

i Mrs. M. P. { hope you'll forgive me! Goli. I don’t know that—because, being obliged 

; Goli. [aside.] Oh, dear! \to walk home in the rain, I caught a cold, which 
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' Married woman, too. 
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kept me incessantly sneezing for the next six | Mrs..M. P. ei to him.) Hush—leave me! 


weeks. However, the next day, by the lady’s per- 
mission, I called for the sake of politeness, and, 


Goli. joe What’s the matter now ? 
Mrs. M. P. [to CAPTAIN PHOBBS.] So you've 


I’m not ashamed to own it, for the sake of my ; changed your mind—you intend remaining here ? 


umbrella. I was shown up into the drawing- 


room, where the lady, taking me by the hand and _ this infernal fly. 

sitting bolt | 
upright in an arm-chair, and muffled up to the 
eyes in flannel, like muffins at Christmas, said, 
My dear major, will you thank the gentleman for 
his politeness? Upon which the aforesaid mum- 
my grunted out, Sir, there’s my hand—and there’s 
your umbrella. Upon which I was civilly shown my dear major ! 


leading me up to asort of mumm 


down-stairs. 
Mor. And the door slammed in your face ? 


| 


. 


Capt. P. On the contrary, I’m only waiting for 
iastead of. 

Goli. [aside.] She knows the gentleman! 

Mrs. M. P. [to CAPTAIN PHOBBS.] Surely 

surely this business can be deferred till to-morrow? 
Capt. P. Not for an hour! for, with decent 

luck, in less than a week I shall be a major! | 
Mrs. M. P. indeed! Then success attend you, 
Golt. [aside, starting.] Her ‘‘dear major”! 

Good gracious! Can it be? It is—it must be! 


Goli. No, sir, not slammed, but shut. I flatter She’s not a widow! [CAPTAIN PHOBBS has gone 
_ inyself I know the difference between a slut and'of, L., and Mrs. MaJoR PHOBBS has re-entered 
a sham—lI should say, between a shut and a slam. | the ball room. 


Mor. And with this on you fell in love? <A 
h, fie 
Goli. I did. I admit the enormity of my of- 


- fense—but I did. Judge, then, my delight at 


' meeting her, after an interval of fifteen months, : 


' at our Annual Assize Ball this evening. 


Mor. And her husband—the mummy ? 
Golt. Is certainly not with her, or she would not 


: have condescended to request my escort home. 


No. The “ dear major” is still drinking the Har- 
rowgate pump dry, or else he has done the hand- 
some thing by leaving his wife a widow. : 
as I think I’ve given you a good five shillings’ 
worth, I'll trouble you for the money! . | 
Mor. Really, ’m ashamed to say 1 haven't got 
so much about me! ® 
Goli. Goodness gracious! And you call your- 
self a respectable member of society! Sir, I’ve a 
contempt for a man that isn’t worth five shillings ! 
Oh, for a pair of pistols loaded to the muzzle ! 
ae Good heavens! what would you do with 
them 
Goli. Do with them? [ Violently.] Why, Pd sell 
them for five shillings! [ Crosses L. 
Re-enter CAPTAIN PHOBBS, from R. D. F. 
Capt. P. [ve found my hat at last, and now 
I’m off! Holloa, Cousin George! are you tired 
of dancing, too, like Julia, eh ? 
Mor. No. I have the happiness of being en- 


' gaged to her for the next quadrille: 


Fe a a gp a ae ee a ae a Ye 


Capt. P. That’s right! [#zit MORELAND, C.] 
Here, waiter ! 

, SAM runs in, R. 

Sam. Yes, sir! 

Capt. P. Getme a fly! it’s raining catsand dogs! 

Sam. Yes, sir—directly. [Runs out L. 

Goli. [observing CAPTAIN PHOBBS.] It strikes 
me I’ve seen that head on a pair of shoulders 
somewhere or other! At any rate, whether I 
have or not, Ill claim his acquaintance, and ask 
him to lend me five shillings. [Approaching him.] 
Ah, Thompson, my boy ! 

Capt. P. [drawing himself up.| Sir! 

Goli. Beg pardon, I should have said, Ah, 
Smith, my boy! How goes it, Smith? Give us 
your hand, Smith. 

Capt. P. My name’s not Smith, sir! 

Goli. Quite sure it isn’t? Well, that’s very 
odd. You remember me? Eh, Robinson? Of 
course you do—Golightly ! 

Capt. P. Go to the devil! [ Crosses L. 

Enter Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS, C. 

Goli. [gallantly advancing to her.) Ah! 


Enter CAPTAIN SPRUCE, L. C. 


Spruce. Wow, sir, allow me to introduce you 
to a partner. 

Goli. Come here! [Seizes him by the arm and 
drags him forward.] Do you know that stout 
elderly individual there ? [Points off, L. 

Spruce. Perfectly! A brother officer of mine. 

Goli. Oh! His name ? 

Spruce. Phobbs. 

Goli. [aside.] That settles it! I didn’t know 
him again out of his flannels! [Aloud.] Phobbs’ 
health good ? 

Spruce. Excellent ! 

Golt. That’s a pity! I mean, that’s a comfort! 

Spruce. He’s married to a charming young wife. 

Goli. {conceitedly.] I know he is, poor devil ! 

Spruce. Oh, oh! Sly rogue! 

Goli. Ha, lia! 

Spruce. But don’t let Phobbs suspect anything ; 
he’s as jealous as a Turk, and would cut your 
throat to a certainty. 


him, and I’m sure you won't, my dear friend! 
Se estate his hand.| Isay, ’m sure you won't! 
ou inestimable creature, you! 


Spruce. ’'m not the man to spoil sport! So |: 


come along! [They goof laughing, arm in arm. 


Goli. [stopping, and eagerly to SpRucE.] You'll |: 


take your oath you won't tell Phobbs ? 
Spruce. Pshaw! Wa, ha! Come along! 
[They enter ball-room through the c. at L. ‘ 
MORELAND and MRS. CAPTAIN PHOBBS enter R.C. 
Mor. Pshaw, Cousin Julia! I'd no idea you 
were such a little prude! After all, what is it I 
ask of you? Merely to enable me, before my de- 
parture from England, which takes place to- 


morrow, to present to your worthy husband a |: 


portrait of his good little wife, as a slight return 
for all his kindness and hospitality to me. It will 
be an agreeable surprise to him, and it is all that 
a poor devil of an artist like myselfcan do. And 


see, [producing miniature] it only requires half 


a dozen slight touches. 

Mrs. C. P. Well, but— 

Mor. Exactly. I perfectly agree with you, that 
a public assembly room is not exactly the place 
for a lady to sit for her portrait. But while the 
company are assembled in the large supper-room, 
we can easily occupy one of the smaller rooms. I'll 
then run to my room for my box of colors, and 
then, while you are picking the wing of a fowl— 

Mrs. C. P. You can catch the interesting ex- 


ose e ee rere bre cec ee races eee cee er eerrr rey ores ooo RARRARRARARRRRRRE ad 


Goli. leery guickly.| My dear sir, I shan’t tell |: 
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pression ! [imitating eating with her mouth full. | 
Ha, ha, ha! Then, since it must be so, come! 
[Exewunt R. D. F. 

Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS immediately enters, L. C., 

and sees them go out. She goes toR. D. F., and 

looks after them. GOLIGHTLY enters, c. from L. 

Golt. I can’t see anybody to lend me five shil- 
lings! What a distressing position! [Shouting.] 
Will anybody lend me five shillings ? 

Mrs. M. P. Mr. Golightly! quick! [He runs to 
her.| You see that lady and gentleman? Follow 
them! Observe them! Pe D eld =| pushes him 
away) that shall be my task! [Follows MorE- 
LAND and Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS. 

Goli. What very remarkable behavior! 

Mrs. M. P. {at R.D. ¥.] Mr. Golightly! 

Golt. [jumping round.| Coming! 

Mrs. M. P. Remember! I rely on your escort- 
ing me home. [ Disappears, R. D. F. 

Golt. Of course! [Comes forward.| It’s very 
easy for me to say of course! But how am I to do 
it? I have it! After depositing the charming 
Mrs. Major P. in safety, I’ll tell the coachman to 
drive to my lodgings. That won’t help me much, 
either; I shan’t find any money there—at least, 1 
didn’t leave any; and I don’t think it’s very prob- | 
able that anybody would take the trouble of 
breaking into the house merely to leave their | 
purse there! Then I shan’t receive my salary till | 
the 24th; and this is only the 3d. I can’t keep 
continually riding about in a one-horse fly for 
three weeks; that would be ridiculous! [Looks 
into Merah oom.) Halloa! the ball’s breaking up ! 
Good gracious! Here! waiter, waiter! 

Enter SAM, L. 


a i a ee 


Sam. Sir! 
Golt. My hat—my great-coat—quick! 
Sam. Yes, sir! Runs out, L. 2 E. 


Goli. I know what Pildo! Ill go down among looks surprised.| Not for myself—not for myself. | 


the one-horse flies. I’ll select the most benevolent- 
looking coachman of the lot. I'll put him in posses- 
sion of the peculiarity of my position; and if he 
won’t trust me, he shall have my hat and great- 
coat as security for his fare! It’s a spick and span 
new Taglioni—worth ten times the money ! 

Enter SAM, with a great-coat over his arm, and 

two hats in hand, L. 2 E. 

Sam. Here’s your great-coat, sir! 

Goli. Make haste! 

Sam. Now, sir! [Helps him on with a very 
long, shabby white great-coat. 

Goli. Holloa! this isn’t my great-coat ! 

Sam. It’s the only one left, sir! 

Goli. The devil it is! 

Sam. Yes, sir; all the 
gone this half hour! 

Goli. 

Sam. ‘There are no thieves in this house, sir! 

Goli. No; the thieves are gone! 

Sam. You'd better keep it on, sir—I dare say 
it’s a mistake. 

Goli. A mistake? Pooh! do you think any- 
body could mistake a superfine pea-green Tag- | 
lioni for a second-hand, long-tailed, whitey-brown | 
thing like this? My hat. | 

Sam. Is this it, sir? [Hands him a crushed hat. 

Goli. (vociferating.| No! [Flings itat his head. 

Sam. ‘Then this must be it, sir. These are the 
only two left. [Hands him an old white hat. 

7. ’Pon my life, this is pleasant! 


good coats have been | 
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hysterically.] Ha, ha! Tye beenrobbed! great-coat.| Good gracious! the people are going. 


[Puts on hat, whichis much tos large for him_\tleman? For shame of yourself! [During this Go- 
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Sam. Ha, ha, ha! 

Golt. Get out, you ruffian! [Drives him off at | 
back.] Catch me coming toa public ball again! | 
What one-horse fly proprietor, I should like to 
know, would advance an hour’s drive upon such 
ahatas this? ’Pon my life, matters are getting 
more agreeable every minute. 


Enter CAPTAIN SPRUCE, from c. 


Spruce. Was it you who betted five shillings on 
the last rubber ? 

Goli. [aside.] There’s a bit of luck! 
[Alowd.] Oh, yes, ’twas I. 

Spruce. Then you’ve lost. 

Goli. [aside.| Ha, ha, ha! Another agreeable 
little incident! [Aloud.] Very well—very well! 

Spruce. 'Then there’s your ticket for the ball, 
fifteen shillings. 

Goli. Ah! Anything else? 

Spruce. Yes; Mr. Moreland’s ticket, which he 
said you’d pay for. 

Golt. Delicious! Go on, don’t be shy! 

Spruce. 'That’s all. One pound fifteen shillings. 

Goli. 'Then lend me another five shillings, and I 
shall owe you two pounds. 

Spruce. Very good—very good, indeed! 
no hurry for the money! Any time will do. 

Golt. Pay now! have you got change for a 
one thousand pound note ? 

Spruce. I think I have. 

Goli. [aside.] D——n it! 

Spruce. At least, I can get it. 

Goli. ’m inno hurry. Any time will do. 

SAM enters, L., carrying a tray with cakes. 
[Sees SAM.] By Jove, I’ve an idea! [Zo Spruce, 
familiarly taking his arm.] Spruce, my boy, as I’ve 
nothing but one thousand pound bank-notes about 
me, could you just lend me five shillings ? [SPRUCE | 


Ha, ha! 


I’m in 
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No; but I wish to tip the waiter something. , 
Spruce. Certainly. Sam! [Sam runs to him.] 
This gentleman begs me to give you five shillings. 
There! [ Gives money. 
Goli. [aside. Confound it! hang it! dash it! 
——n it! 
Spruce. Delighted to have it in my power to 
Serve you, sir. 
Goli. [disgusted.] Don’t be absurd! 
Spruce. Sir! 
Goli. Nothing!—thank you, my dear friend, 
thank you! Exit SPRUCE at Cc. 
Sam. [to GOLIGHTLY.] Thank you kindly, sir. 
Goli. [indignantly.| Pooh! don’t thank me. 
Sam. ‘Take a few cakes, sir? 
Goli. No, I won’t—yes, I will. [ Clears the tray 
of the cakes, which he puts into the pockets of the 


Voice. [without.] Mr. Jones’ fly. 

Voice. [without.] Mr. Jackson, Miss Dobson 
and Mrs. Bumpus’ flies. 

Goli. The flies will all be gone. 

Sam. Sir! 

Golt. If you'll lend me that five shilling piece I 
gave you just now, you shall have a sovereign to- 
morrow. 

Sam, I wasjusta-going to give it back to you, sir! 

Goli. Thank you, worthy Samuel—thank you! 

Sam. It’s a bad one, sir. 

Goli. A bad one! 

Sam. You know it is? you call yourself a gen- 


Sam ! 
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LIGHTLY has been biting the five shilling piece, 
and ringing it on the stage; he then, in a fury, 


flings it off ; wing, R., @ smash heard.| There's a 


pane of glass smashed! that’s another five shil- 

lings! Ha,ha,ha! [GOLIGHTLY dashes at Sam. 

Enter Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS, with her cloak, etc., 
on, from R. D. F. 


Mrs. M. P. Where can Mr. Golightly be? [Ap- 


proaches him.) Pray, sir, are you acquainted with 


a gentleman of the name of Golightly? If so— 

erecta ae turns; she recognizes him, and 
ursts out laughing. 
Sam. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. M. P. Everybody has left the ball-room. 


‘| Is the fly at the door ? 


Sam. Lor’, ma’am, the flies are all gone long ago! 

Mrs. M. P. Mercy on me! 

Goli. No such thing; don’t be alarmed, my 
dear Mrs. Major P. I'll get a conveyance for you 
in a moment; I will, if I have to drag it here my- 
Runs out L., followed by Sam. 
Mrs. M. P. Julia is not here; she must have 


' returned home, doubtless accompanied by Mr. 


' Moreland. 


How provoking! I, that had so 
cleverly arranged that Mr. Golightly should ac- 
company us both— But, late as the hour is, Pll 


. see her on my way home—I’ll speak to her, rea- 


son with her. 
Re-enter GOLIGHTLY, L., running. 
Goli. Now, then, my dear Mrs. Major P.. 
Mrs. M. P. Is the carriage at the door ? 
Goli. Not exactly. But what of that? The 
rain‘ has ceased, the puddles are drying up, the 


; little stars are twinkling. 


Mrs. M. P. Surely, Mr. Golightly, 
not have me walk home in satin shoes 

Goli. Why not? I'll carry you over the crossings. 
_ Mrs. M. P. Sir, once for all—sir, will you pro- 
cure me a conveyance home ? 

Goli. Of course I will. Halloa! There’s some- 
thing upon wheels driving past now. Sam! 

Sam. M gocestl Sir! 

Goli. Stop that vehicle ! 

Sam. Stop that what, sir? 

Goli. That coach—carriage—cab—fly —cart— 
whatever it is! 

Sam. Yes, sir! 

Goli. Now, my dear Mrs. Major P., I hope you 
are satisfied. 

Mrs. M. P. I should be very ungrateful if I 
were not. 


you would 


Enter SAM, L. 2 E. 


Sam. The coachman says he must have double 
fare ; it’s past twelve o’clock. 

Goli. [aside.] Just my luck! [Aloud.] Of course 
—of course ! Exit SAM, L. 

Mrs. M. P. Now, Mr. Golightly. [Takes his 
arm ; he places his hand on hers, and kisses his 


jingers; she smiles. 


Goli. [aside.} She likes it. 

[About to do it again ; she withdraws her arm. 

Mrs. M. P. You will be good enough to desire 
the man to drive us first of all to the barracks. 

Goli. To the barracks! at this time of— 

Mrs. M. P. Yes, sir, I’ve a visit to pay there ; 
I shan’t keep you waiting more than half an hour. 

Golt. Oh! 

Mrs. M. P. Aud from there you'll direct him 
to drive me home. 

Goli. And that is— 


A ad 
eT 


LEND ME FIVE SHILLINGS. 


sd 


Mrs. M. P. About two miles and a half beyond 
the turnpike. : 
Goli. Oh! [Aside.] On a moderate calculation, 
about five miles from my lodgings—a three hours’ 
job at the very least—double fare, too—pleasant! 
But, as I’m in for it, I may as well go it. 
Enter SAM, L., and WAITER with a lady’s cloak. 
Sam. I tell you it’s all right; you'll find the 
lady and gentleman in the small supper-room, 
Number 2. WAITER runs off, R. D. F. 
Mrs. M. P. Eh! Surely I can’t be mistaken; 
it was Julia’s cloak! Then she’s not gone home 
yet. Its impossible I can leave the house now. 
fsbaatad to R. D. F., and anxiously looks off. 
am. Mr. Golightly’s one-horse fly stops the way. 
Mrs. M. P. [comes quickly down.] Don’t think 
me capricious, Mr. Golightly, but—if you have 
no objection—we’ll remain here for the present. 
Goli. Delighted! Sam, send the fly away! 
Mrs. M. P. Yes; pay the man his fare and let 
him go. [Looks anxiously R. C. 
Goli. Don’t you hear, Sam? The lady says 
you're to pay the man his fare and let him go. 
Sam. Certainly, sir ! 
[Holds out his hand to GOLIGHTLY. 
Goli. Then let the man stop. [To Mrs. Magor 
PHOBBS.] You may change your mind again! 
[Gallantly. Exit Sam, L. 
Mrs. M. P. That’s very considerate of you, in- 
deed! [Aside.] How to find an excuse for the ap- 
parent inconsistency of my conduct: I can’t leave 
Julia here. Ah, I have it! [Aloud.] Mr. Golightly 
don’t you find that dancing gives you an appetite } 
Goli. [aside.] Now what does she mean by 
that? Good gracious me! she can’t want any 
supper. [Aloud.] No, ma’am, quite the contrary ! 
Mrs. M. P. That’s very odd; do you know I’m 
vulgar enough to feel exceedingly hungry! 
Goli. [aside.] That’s a pretty broad hint. It’s 
a clear case! I’m in for a supper, as well asa 
one-horse fly. 
Mrs. M.P. Well, Mr. Golightly, since you press 
me so very much, I will take some refreshment ! 
Goli. [aside.] Good gracious! I’m sure I didn't 
press her the least little bit in the world! Sam! 


Enter Sam, L. 


Of course, at this time of the night, it’s out of the 
question asking for supper ? 
Sam. Oh, dear, no, sir—that. is, if you have it 
here, sir—all the lights are out in the supper- 
rooms. | 
Goli. [aside.] My last hope’s gone. (Aloud. 
Then let us have something. [Aside to Sam. 
Something reasonable, you know. A crust of 
bread and cheese, and a pickle, about a shilling’s 
worth ; I don’t mind fourteen penn’rth— | 
Sam. Only one charge here for supper, sir, 
seven shillings a head; however, I'll see what I 
can do for you, sir. [Exit L. 
Goli. Seven shillings a head! I keep getting 
deeper and deeper into it. I shan’t get off under 
a five-pound note, that’s clear—and, as I haven’t 
got it, I think the chances are about ten to one 
that the landlord gives me in charge for swindling. 
[Drives his hands into the pockets of the great- 
coat.| Halloa! what’s that? [Rattles the pockets. ] 
Sounds like the chink of money, and yet—[drives 
his hand down to the bottom of the pocket] itis! a 
purse—ha, ha! filled with sovereigns—ha, ha! 


‘| Jack’s alive again ! 
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Enter SAM, L., with a small tray. 

Sam. Vve managed it, sir—crust of bread and 
cheese, and a pickle! 

Goli. Who for, sir? 

Sam. For you, sir! You said— 

Goli. Don’t tell me what I said, sir—I know 
what I said, sir! I said Champagne, sir, and 
plenty of it; turkeys, sir, and plenty of them; 
Burgundy, partridges, lobsters, pine-apple punch, 
pickled salmon—eyverything! Look sharp—be 
off! [Pushes SAM off, L. 2 E. 

Mrs. M. P. Oh, Mr. Golightly! I can’t allow— 

Goli. Not a word, I beg; whatever I do, I like 
to do itin style. Bless you, I don’t care how money 
goes—|[ aside] especially when it isn’t my own! 
Re-enter SAM, L.24.; goes and lays cloth, etc. 

MORELAND appears at R. D. F. 

Mor. Waiter! [Sees Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS.] 
Ah! [ Disappears. 

Mrs. M. P. Ah—Mr. Moreland—'twas he! 

Goli. {to SAM, while taking off great-coat, which 
he puts over one of the chairs.) You understand, 
young man—every delicacy of the season ! 

Mrs. M. P. {who has been hesitating near R. D. 
F.] I will follow. [About to do so. 

Capt. P. {without.| I tell you she is here ! 

Mrs. M. P. My brother-in-law! If he sees me 
I cannot conceal my suspicions from him, and 
then—ah! in here. [Runs into F. D. 

Goli. {who has given directions to SAM.] Now 
make haste! 

Enter CAPTAIN PHOBBS, hastily. Goes into ball- 
room, L. C., and returns. SAM exits, L. 2 E. 
Come, that’s settled, and now, my dear— [ Turns, 
and finds himself face to face with CAPTAIN 
PHOBBS, who looks at him for a moment, and then 
turns and looks in all parts of the stage. Aside, 
L.}] Her husband! The ‘‘dear major”! Now 
why couldn’t the worthy man stop where he was, 
instead of coming here and interfering with his 

wife’s little innocent recreations ? 

Capt. P. [R., coming back to GOLIGHTLY.] So, 
Mr. Go—brightly— 

Goli. Go—lightly, sir! 

Capt. P. You're still here, eh ? 

Goli. ’m not aware of being anywhere else ! 

Capt. P. Then, Mr. Go—slightly— 

Goli. Go—lightly, sir; omit the S. 

Capt. P. Yet stay! Before I enter into particu- 
lars, allow me to give you an insight into the state 
of my mind, Mr. Go—tightly ! 

Goli. Go--lightly, sir; I never do go tightly ! 

Capt. P. You see before you a man furious 
with indignation, sir; literally boiling over! 

Goli. Well, sir, ’d advise you to wait till you 
simmer down a little. [Aside.] It’s as well to ap- 

ear cool and collected before people—but, I con- 
ess, I wouldn’t have his wife show her face at 
this moment for a very considerable trifle! But 
where can she have got to? 

Capt. P. I see you are dying with curiosity to 
know what has excited my anger, which J con- 
sider both inquisitive and impertinent. 

Goli. My dear sir, you are mistaken ; I don’t care 
one single straw about you, or your anger either. 
You may boil all away, as far as I’m concerned. 

Capt. P. Then you're a man devoid of feeling, 
Mr. Go—sprightly ! 

Goli. [shouting.| Go—lightly! D’ye hear? Go— 
lightly! (Very quietly.) Don’t let me have to tell 
you again. 
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Capt. P. Are you married, sir? 

Goli. Quite the contrary, sir; I haven’t that 
happiness. 

Capt. P. Happiness—he, he! I’m married, and 
look very happy, don’t 1? Ha, ha! [ Grinning. 

Goli. No, I can’t say you do. I never saw a 
more wretched-looking object in all my life! 

Capt. P. Ha, ha! no wonder; you shall hear: 
I brought my wife here to the ball to enjoy her- 
self, and shortly after went home. 

Goli. I see! you went home that your wife 
might enjoy herself? 

Capt. P. No such thing! Well, Mr. Go—Go, 
something or other, I waited at home till twelve 
o’clock—no wife; half-past twelve—no wife; so I 
came here after her, and they want me to believe 
that everybody’s gone. 

Goli. So they are; aren’t they, Sam? [Tipping 
awink to SAM, who has entered L. 2 E., just before, 
with supper, which he places on table. 

Sam. Yes! all gone, long ago. 

Capt. P. [to SAmM.] Zounds and the devil, sir! 

Goli. [aside.| Now he wants to pick a quarrel 
with the waiter! [Hxit SAM, R. 2 E. 

Capt. P. Then, sir, you are alone here, eh? 

Golit. | was alone before you honored me with 
your remarkably agreeable society. 

Capt. P. Indeed! Then pray, sir, how is it that 
the table happens to be laid for two ? 

Goli. [confused.| For two? 

Capt. P. [vociferating.| Yes, sir, for two! 

Goli. [starting away.| Don’t shout in that 
dreadful way—you’ll fracture your voice! I had 
the table laid for two, certainly—it’s a fancy of 
mine; besides, a friend might drop in. 

Capt. P. Well, that’s civil of you, very—thank ye 
—thank ye. [Shaking his hand violently. 

Goli. Pooh, pooh! I didn’t mean— 

Capt. P. Hush! [ Violently seizing his arm, and 
listening.| I thought I heard—no, it’s nothing. 

Golt. You call it nothing! You’ve dislocated 
my arm, that’s all. 

Capt. P. I say, I can’t allow you to pay for my 
supper, though. 

Goli. [indignant.] Pooh! a very likely matter ! 

Capt. P. Oh, very well—if you insist upon it. 

[ Sits at table. 

Goli. Well—ha, ha! delicious ! 

Capt. P. Now, then, sit down. [GOLIGHTLY, 
whois buried in reflection, takes no notice.| Sit 
down, I say! 

[Banging the table with the handle of his knife. 

Goli. (disgusted, sitting down opposite.| There! 

Capt. P. What’s here? Partridges? Shall I 
cut ’em up? 

Goli. [turns from table.] Oh, bother! yes—cut 
’em up! 

Capt. P. I can’t let you pay for the supper if 
you don’t eat. 

Goli. Oh, very well. [Sticks his fork into the 
partridges, and puts them on his plate one after 
the other. 

Capt. P. [bursting out.] By Jupiter, if I thought 
my wife was deceiving me— 

[Flourishes the knife close to GOLIGHTLY’s face. 

Goli. I wish, sir, you wouldn’t flourish your 
knife about in that absurd way ! 

Capt. P. Beg pardon. [Sits down.} Only let me 
catch a man paying attentions to my wife, that’s 
all! Ye gods! [Starts up again, and flourishes 
knife more violently than before. 
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Goli. [jumping up.] Put down that knife, sir! 
I say, sir, put down that knife, sir! 
Capt. P. I'd annihilate him—as I do this! 
[Sticking fork into partridge. 
Goli. arabes) with all his might.| Waiter! 
Capt. P. [going to him.) Sir, I beg your pardon. 
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You shall soon hear 


Aside.} Til shoot 
then marry his 


Capt. P. That’s enough! 
from me. | 

Goli. The sooner the better. 
him as dead as a herring, an 
widow. 

Capt. P. We'll have it out to-night, sir—in this 


Goli. Really, sir, you seem to have no other ob-| very room, sir—pistols, as a matter of course, sir? 


ject in life than to beg my pardon. 
Capt. P. Make some allowance for me. 


Goli. No, sir—I beg your pardon—I don’t look 


I’m | upon pistols as a matter of course, at all. I pre- 


not uneasy without grounds, for my wife is young | fer swords, sir, or foils—suppose we say foils? 


and pretty. 

Golt. I know she is. 

Capt. P. How the devil should you know ? 

Goli. I mean, I suppose she is—if she was old 
and ugly you would not be so excited. 

Capt. P. Ha, ha! very good—ha, ha! 

Goli. Ha, ha, ha! (CapTain PHOBBS suddenly 
stops GOLIGHTLY’S laughter by placing his hand 
over his mouth. 

Capt. P. Oh! I swear [heard somebody in that 
room. [Points to door, R. 2 E. 

Goli. No such thing. : 

Capt. P. I tell youl did! [Breaks away from 
him, and, banging the door open with his fist, runs 


in R. 

Goli. Oh, lud! it’s all over with me. I wouldn’t 
give a straw for my life! [Sinks into chair. Dur- 
ing the last two or three speeches Mrs. MAJOR 
PHOBBS has come out of door, R. 2 E., and observes ; 
as soon as CAPTAIN PHOBBS goes R. 2 E., she ad- 
vances hastily down. 

Mrs. M. P. [touches GOLIGHTLY on the shoul- 
der.) Sir! 

Goli. [umping round.| Come on! Eh? 

Mrs. M. P. Hush! You must send him away 
instantly—some pretext or other—I care not what 
—but you must send him away ! 

Golt. It’s very easy to say ‘“‘send him away,” 
but the man’s a wild beast—a hyena! 

Mrs. M. P. It must be done—my happiness 
depends on it. Ah! [A loud crash of broken 
crockery. MRS. MaJoR PHOBBS hastily rums 
through R. D. F; at the same moment CAPTAIN 
PHOBBS enters, followed by SAM, R. 2 E. 

Sam. But, sir— 

Capt. P. Don’t tell me! Howshould I see your 
infernal crockery ? Put it down in the bill 

Goli. Pooh, pooh! Come, I like that! Yen 


Capt. P. Pshaw! Waiter! 
Enter Sam, L. 
My great-coat ! 

Sam. This is it, sir. [Helps him on with the 
white great-coat on chair. 

Capt. P. I shall soon be back, sir. D’ye hear, sir? 

Exit L. 

Goli. Come, I’ve got rid of him, at all events, 
and now I think the best thing I can do is to pay 
the bill and be off. [Feels in his pockets.) Hal- 
loa! He’s taken the great-coat away with the 
purse in it. Stop thief! stop thief! 

t Shouting at door, R. 2 E. 

Mor. [without.] Indeed it cannot be, madame! 

Golt. Halloa! halloa! [ Retires, watching. 

Enter MORELAND and Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS. 

Mrs. M. P. A woman may be imprudent, Mr. 
Moreland. | 

Mor. Imprudent! Nay, my dear madame— 

Mrs. M. P. Silence, sir! But however impru- 
dent she may be, it ill becomes a man to compro- 
mise her. 

Mor. Compromise! Ha, ha! My dear madame, 
if you will but hear me— 

Mrs. M. P. Vil hear nothing, sir, till I have 
possession of that miniature! 

Mor. My dear madame, you must excuse me. 

Mrs. M. P. I understand, sir; doubtless the 
affectionate interest you take in the original pre- 
vents your parting with it. 

Mor. Put whatever construction you please 
upon my motive, madame, but with this minia- 
ture I will not part. [Going L. 

Goli. [grasps his arm, and in a very faint 
voice.) Mr. Moreland! : 

Mor. Well, sir? 

Goli. The original of the miniature you speak 
of—I tremble to ask it—it is—Mrs. Phobbs? 


Capt. P. {to Sam.) Go along—be off! (Drives| :. Mor. It is, sir. 


him off, L. 2 E.}] Well, she isn’t there ! 

Goli. Then, my dear sir, if I were in your place— 

Capt. P. Well, sir? | 

Goli. I should go home, have a basin of gruel, 
and go to bed. 

Capt. P. Oh, that’s what you'd do? 

Goli. I should, decidedly. 

Capt. P. That’s as much as to say you’ve had 
enough of my company. 

Goli. Very little of anything satisfies me! Be- 
sides, I want to go to bed myself. I’ve been dan- 
cing no end of polkas, and I shan’t be sorry to get 
into a horizontal position! Ugh! [Yawning. | 

Capt. P. D——n it! I won’t allow you or any 
man to yawn in my face! 

Golt. Then you'd better take your face some- 
where else, for I can’t help yaw— Yawns. 


Capt. P. I see, sir, you want to pick a quarrel|I lent you my umbrella 


with me. 
Goli. [aside.| Y'll see if I can’t frighten him a 
bit. [Alouwd.] Dash my wig and buttons, sir! 
[Starts up to him. 
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Goli. And you've a sneaking kindness for her? 
Mor. Hark ye, Mr. Golightly: [crosses L.) I 
take a sufficient interest in the lady you have 
méntioned to blow your brains out if I thought 
you presumed to take any. You understand me, 
sir? Farewell. (Zzit L. GOLIGHTLY sinks on chair. 
Mrs. M. P. Now to remove Julia from the 


house.- [Perceives GOLIGHTLY.] Good heavens, 
Mr. Golightly ! 


Goli. [lifting up his head. He is very pale.| 
Where am I? [Rises and fulls on her shoulder, 
who in vain strives to make him stand off. 

Mrs. M. P. I shall never forget your kindness, 
sir, and should we not meet again— 

Goli. Not meet again! [Takes her hand and de- 
liberately leads her down to the front.) Not meet 
again! And is it for this, Mrs. Major P., that 
teen months ago at 
Harrowgate ? 

Mrs. M. P. It was very kind of you. 

Goli. Is it for this that I gave way to a degree 
of rapture on meeting you again such as, I flatter. 
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myself, was totally unworthy of a rational being? 

Mrs. M. P. I’m sure I was not displeased at 
seeing you again. 

Goli. Is it for this that I engaged a one-horse 
_ fly to take you to the barracks, and then two 
_ miles and a half beyond the turnpike ? 

_ Mrs. M. P. And I admit it was very kind, I 
_ really feel— 

_ Goli. Is it for this that I ordered supper at 
_ seven shillings a head, and though last, not least ? 
Is it for this, Mrs. Major P., that I got rid of 
Phobbs by insulting Phobbs, and promising 
Phobbs that I’d set myself up as a target for 
Phobbs to fire at? 

Mrs. M. P. Good heavens, a duel! Believe 
me, Mr. Golightly, should you fall, nobody would 
regret it more than I. 

Goli. I beg your pardon, madame, but I think 
ZT should. And now, madame, the sooner you re- 
ward the affectionate interest of Mr. Moreland, 
the better. 

Mrs. M. P. Mr. Moreland! Are you mad? I 
take no interest in Mr. Moreland! 

Goli. Yes, you do; [il bet you five shillings on 
it, if you'll lend ’em me. 
| Mrs. M. P. What proof do you require ? 
| Goli. There’s only one will convince me; and, 
unfortunately, it is not in your power to offer it 
_ just now. 

Mrs. M. P. What is it you mean ? 

 Goli. That fair lily-white hand ! 

_ Mrs. M. P. {aside.| He’s popped the question 

at last. [Aloud.] There, Mr. Golightly, take it. 

. [ Offers her hand. 

_ Goli. Eh? No!—oh, joy!—rapture!—ecstatic 
moment! [About to take it.) And yet— 

Mrs. M. P. How, sir, do you refuse it ? 

Goli. No—that is—[Aside.] Good gracious! she 
can’t seriously contemplate committing bigamy ? 
- Capt. P. [without.)| I tell you, you shall come 
with me! [Mrs. Masor PHosss hastily retires 
up to back, and meets Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBsS, 
who enters from R. D.F¥.; at the same moment 
CAPTAIN PHOBBS enters L., with a pair of pistols, 
followed by MORELAND. CAPTAIN PHOBBS 
marches up to GOLIGHTLY, and gives him a pis- 
tol.| There; and now, [walks back, measuring] 
one—two—three—fire ! 

Mrs. M. P. Stop! 

[Comes down with Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS. 

Goli. Yes, stop, by all means! 

Mor. Really, sir, this violent state of indigna- 
tion about a trifling dispute at a supper-table! 
Capt. P. No such thing! It isn’t a question of 
a paltry supper at all, but of a lady, sir, and that 
lady my wife, sir! Yes, [shouting to GOLIGHT- 
Ly] the waiter has told me all! She was to have 
‘supped here alone with you, Mr. Go—sprightly, 
‘and that’s why the table, Mr. Go—brightly, was 
laid for two, Mr. Golightly; therefore, as I said 
‘before, one-—two—three—fire ! 

[ Measures, and presents pistol. 

 Goli. Be quiet! [ With great calmness.) I don’t 
| deny, sir, that I was to have supped here with a 
lady, and a very charming lady. [Aside to Mrs. 
| MAgOR PHobss, who nudges him.| Don’t be 
alarmed, I won’t compromise you-—such a bril- 
liant thought! [Zakes Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS’ 
hand, and leads her towards the CAPTAIN.) Now, 
sir, I should like to know what possible objection 

you can have to my supping with this lady ? 
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Capt. P. Ha, ba! There, you hear! he con- 
fesses it! [Seizing and shaking him.| Now, sir, 
one—two—three—fire ! 

[Puts the pistol close to GOLIGHTLY’S nose. 

Goli. [shouting.| Waiter! take this man away, 
and bring me a gentleman! [Goes to R. corner. 

Capt. P. {to Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBs.] Now, 
madame, what have you to say to this, eh? 

Mrs. C. P. Simply that I never remember to 
have seen this gentleman before. Let that satisfy 
you, my dear husband! 

Goli. [aside.| Her dear husband! He's got 
two wives! I'll transport the aged delinquent! 

Mor. {to CAPTAIN PHoBBS.] My dear sir, 
allow me to explain the mystery. If your jealousy 
must have a victim, why, egad, you must take me! 

Goli. Certainly; take him, by all means. 

Mor. But, before you blow my brains out, allow 
me to assure you that the few moments I passed 
alone with your wife were devoted to a worthy 
purpose—namely, to enable me, on the eve of my 
departure from England, to present you with this, 
[giving miniature] as a slight return for your 
kindness to Cousin George. 

Capt. P. My wife's portrait! Well, thank ye, 
George! [Shakes hands.] Give me akiss—[ kisses 
Mrs. CAPTAIN PHOBBS] and you too! 

[About to kiss Mrs. MAJOR PHOBBS. 

Goli. [pushing him back.| No, no; I won't 
allow it. 

Capt. P. I am Major Phobbs’ brother, sir! 

Mrs. M. P. And I his widow! 

Goli. Widow? No—say it again! 
man! Let us bury our little differences in each 
others’ arms. Embrace your brother-in-law. 

[Throws his arms around CAPTAIN PHOBBS. 

Mrs. M.P. Brother-in-law? Nay, Mr. Golightly; 
when I offered you my hand just now you ap- 
peared to hesitate. 

Gol. Just give me another chance—that’s all. 
(Mrs. Mason PHoBBS offers her hand, which he 
eagerly takes and kisses.) Now if there’s any- 
body here inclined for a bet, I'll lay very consid- 
erable odds that I’m the happiest fellow alive. 

inter SAM, L. 
‘Sam. (to GOLIGHTLY.] The bill, sir. 

Goli. [aside.| The devil! 

Sam. Don’t be alarmed—it’s paid! 

Goli. [delighted.| Paid! [Assumes an import- 
ant air.| And who, I should like to know, has 
taken the liberty of paying my bill? 


Capt. P. Why, as I destroyed the supper, the — 


least I could do was to pay the bill. 

Goli. [pretends to be annoyed.) Well, I don’t 
like this sort of thing, but, as it’s done, it cannot 
be undone! 

Capt. P. Then suppose we all adjourn to bar- 
racks. There’s a fly at the door. 

Sam. It’s Mr. Golightly’s. 

Capt. P. Is it? Then you can set us all down. 

Goli. Of course—that is— [Aside.] Now, really, 
this is a very awkward situation to be placed in! 
I don’t like to apply to strangers; but, then, [to 
audience) you are not strangers. I think I know 
a good many of you, and I’m sure you all know 
me; therefore, if at any time you should see me 
in a dilemma from which such a trifling amount 
would extricate me, ’m sure not one here would 
hesitate for a moment to LEND ME FIVE SHIL- 
LINGS. 

THE END. 
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QB Romunnce of Real Life, in One Act. 
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BY JOHN MADDISON MORTON, ESQ. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Royal Lyceum Theatre, 
London, 1847. Olympic, 1848. 


JON: BOL cele weppield’s so vince ¥'o0ie's% Mr. Buckstone. Mr. Holland. 
TANCE COM sree sccncuskigssess a® ‘* Harley. ** Conover. 
De TEL yl ae Se EE i Oy, Mrs. McNamara. Mrs. Henry. 


SCENE.—A Room, decently furnished. At c. a 
bed, with curtains closed; at L. C. a door; at L. 
3E. a door; at L. 2. a chest of drawers 5 at 
back R. a window; at R. 3 E. adoor; at R. 2. E. a 
Jjire-place, with mantel-piece; table and chairs; a 
Jew common ornaments on chimney-piece. Cox, 
dressed, with the exception of his coat, is looking 
in a small looking-glass which is in his hand. 


Cox. Yve half a mind to register an oath that 
Pll never have my hair cut again! (His hair is 
very short.| I look as if I had just been cropped 
for the militia! And I was particularly emphatic 
in my instructions to the hair-dresser only to cut 
the ends off. He must have thought I meant the 
other ends! Never mind—I shan’t meet anybody 
to care about so early. Eight o’clock, I declare! 
I haven’t a moment tolose. Fate has placed me 
with the most punctual, particular and peremptory 
of hatters, and I must fulfill my destiny. [Knock 
at L. D.] Open locks, whoever knocks! 


Enter Mrs. BOUNCER, L. 

Mrs. B. Good morning, Mr. Cox. I hope you 
slept comfortable, Mr. Cox ? 

Cox. I can’t say I did, Mrs. B. I should feel 
obliged to you if you could accommodate me with 
a more protuberant bolster, Mrs. B. The one I’ve 
got now seems to me to have about a handful and 
a half of feathers at each end, and nothing what- 
ever in the middle. 

Mrs. B. Anything to accommodate you, sir. 

Cox. Thank you. Then perhaps you'll be 
B00) enough to hold this glass, while I finish my 

oilet. 

Mrs. B. Certainly. [Holding 
who ties his cravat.) Why, 
had your hair cut. 
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. | ciently conscious of the absurdity of my personal 
«| appearance already. [Puts on his coat.]| 
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Cox. Cut? It strikes me I’ve had it mowed! 
It’s very kind of you to mention it, but ’m suffi- 


ow for 
my hat. [Puts on his hat, which comes over his 
eyes.| That’s the effect of having one’s hair cut. 
This hat fitted me quite tight before. Luckily 
I’ve got two or three more. [Goes in at L., and 
returns with three hats of different shapes, and 
puts them on, one after the other—all of which are 
too big for him.] This 1s pleasant! Never mind. 
This one appears to me to wabble about rather 
less than the others. [Puts on hat.) And now I’m 
off! By the bye, Mrs. Bouncer, I wish to call 
your attention to a factthat has been evident to 
me for some time past—and that is, that my coals” 
go remarkably fast. 
Mrs. B. Lor’, Mr. Cox! | 
Cox. It is not the case only with the coals, Mrs. 
Bouncer; but I’ve lately observed a gradual and 
steady increase of evaporation among my candles, 
wood, sugar and lucifer matches. | 
Mrs. B. Lor’, Mr. Cox! you surely don’t sus- 
pect me? ay. | ; 
Cox. I don’t say I do, Mrs. B.; only I wish you 
to understand that I don’t believe it’s the cat. _ 
Mrs. B. Is there anything else you’ye got to 
grumble about, sir? | de 
Cox. Grumble! Mrs. Bouncer, do you possess 
such a thing as a dictionary ? 7 janet 
Mrs. B. No, sir. Sat 
Cox. Then Ill lend you one—and if you turn to” 
the letter G, you’ll find ‘Grumble, verb neuter— 
to complain without a cause.” Now that’s not 
my case, Mrs. B.; and now that we are upon the 
subject, I wish to know how it is that I frequently 
find my apartment fullofsmoke? = 8 ~— |, 
Mrs. B. Why, Isuppose the chimney— |; 


Cox. The chimney doesn’t smoke tobacco. Tm 5a 
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Mrs. B. Why—I suppose—yes, that must be it. 
Cox. 


idea what you mean. 4 ee 
Mrs. B. Why, the gentleman who has got the 

attic is hardly ever without a pipe in his — we of 
and there he sits, with his feet upon ‘she saan el- ; 
- ali: Ps, 7 


piece— ; " ibis} Fre |) 
Cox. The mantel-piece! That si S me as |¢ 
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being a considerable stretch, either of your imag-| who has been setting up long leaders for a daily 


ination, Mrs. B., or the gentleman’s legs. 
Sume you mean the fender or the hob. 


I pre- | paper all night? 


Mrs. B. But, then, you’ve all the day to your- 


Mrs. B. Sometimes one, sometimes t’other-. | self. 


Well, there he sits for hours, and puffs away into 
the fire-place. 


Box. {looking significantly at MRS. BOUNCER. | 
So it seems! Far be it from me, Bouncer, to 


Coz. Ah, then you mean to say that this gen-; hurry your movements, but I think it right to ac- 
tleman’s smoke, instead of emulating the example ! quaint you with my immediate intention of divest- 
of all other sorts of smoke, and going wp the|ing myself of my garments, and going to bed. 


chimney, thinks proper to affect a singularity by 
taking the contrary direction ? 
Mrs. B. Wh 


Mrs. B. Oh, Mr. Box! | Going. 
Box. Stop! Can you inform me who the in- 
dividual is that I invariably encounter going 


Cox. Then I suppose the gentleman you are|down-stairs when I’m coming up, and coming up- 
speaking of is the same individual that I invari-|stairs when I’m going down ? 


ably meet coming upstairs when I’m going down, 
and going down-stairs when I’m coming up! 
Mrs. B. Why—yes—I— 


Mrs. B. [confused.] Oh—yes—the gentleman 
in the attic, sir. 
Box. Ob! There’s nothing particularly re- 


Coz. From the appearance of his outward man, | markable about him, except his hats. I meet him 
I should unhesitatingly set him down as a gentle-|in all sorts of hats: white hats and black hats; 


man connected with the printing interest. 


hats with broad brims and hats with narrow 


Mrs. B. Yes, sir—and a very respectable young | brims; hats with naps and hats without naps— 


gentleman he is. 
Cox. Well, good morning, Mrs. Bouncer ! 
Mrs. B. You'll be back at the usual time ? 
Cox. Yes—nine o’clock. You needn’t light my 


in short, I have come to the conclusion that he 
must be individually and professionally associated 
with the hatting interest. 

Mrs. B. Yes, sir. And, by the bye, Mr. Box, 


fire in future, Mrs. B.—I’ll do it myself. Don’t| he begged me to request of you, as a particular 
forget the bolster! [Going—stops.| A halfpenny | favor, that you would not smoke quite so much. 


worth of milk, Mrs. Bouncer; and be good enough 
to let it stand—I wish the cream to accumulate. 
Exit at L. C. 


Bor. Did he? Then you may tell the gentle 
hatter, with my compliments, that if he objects 
to the effluvia of tobacco, he had better domesti- 


Mrs. B. He’s gone at last! I declare, I was all| cate himself in some adjoining parish. 


in a tremble for fear Mr. Box would come in be- 
fore Mr. Cox went out. 
met yet—and what’s more, they’re not very likely 


Mrs. B. [ pathetically.| Ob, Mr. Box! 


Luckily they’ve never| surely wouldn’t deprive me of a lodger ? 


Box. It would come to precisely the same thing, 


to do so; for Mr. Box is hard at work at a news-| Bouncer; because if I detect the slightest attempt 
paper Office ajl night, and doesn’t come home till|to put my pipe out, I at once give you warning 
the morning; and Mr. Coxis busy making hats| that I shall give you warning at once. 
all day long, and doesn’t come home till night;| Mrs. B. Well, Mr. Box, do you want anything 
so that I’m getting double rent for my room, and| more of me? 
neither of my lodgers are any the wiser for it. It} Box. On the contrary, I’ve had quite enough 
Was a capital idea of mine—that it was! But I/of you! 
haven't an instant to lose. First of all, let me} Mrs. B. Well, if I ever! What next, I wonder? 
ut Mr. Cox’s things out of Mr. Box’s way. [She [ Goes out at L. C., slamming door after her. 
akes the three hats, Cox’s dressing-gown and| Boz. It’s quite extraordinary, the trouble I 
slippers, opens door at L. and puts them in,|always have to get rid of that venerable female! 
then shuts door and locks it.| Now, then, to/She knows I’m up all night, and yet she seems to 
put the key where Mr. Cox always finds it. [Puts|set her face against my indulging in a horizontal 
the key on the ledge of the door, u.) Lreally must/ position by day. Now, let me see—shall I take 
beg Mr. Box not to smoke so much. I was so|my nap before I swallow my breakfast, or shall I 
dreadfully puzzled to know what to say when Mr.|take my breakfast before I swallow my nap—I 
Cox spoke aboutit. Now, then, tomake the bed| mean, shall I swallow my nap before—no—never 
—and don’t let me forget that what’s the head of|mind! I’ve got a rasher of bacon somewhere. 
the bed for Mr. Cox becomes the foot of the bed|[eeling in his pockets.) I've the most distinct 
for Mr. Box—people’s tastes do differ so. [Goes| and vivid recollection of having purchased a rash- 
behind the curtains of the bed, and seems to be\er of bacon. Oh, here it is! [ produces it, wrap- 
making it—then appears with a very thin bolster | ped in paper, and places it on table] and a penny 
in her hand.| ‘The idea of Mr. Cox presuming to/jroll. The next thing is to light the fire. Where 
complain of such a bolster as this! are my lucifers? [Looking on mantel-piece, R., and 
[She disappears again behind curtains. |taking box; opens it.| Now, ’pon my life, this is 
Boz. {without.| Pooh—pooh! Why don’t you; too bad of Bouncer—this is, by several degrees, 
keep your own side of the staircase, sir ? too bad! I had a whole box full three days ago, 
Enters at back, dressed as a printer. Puts his;and now there’s only one! I’m perfectly aware 
head out at door again, shouting. that she purloins my coals and my candles and 
It was asmuch your fault as mine, sir! I say,)my sugar; but I did think—oh, yes, I did think 
sir—it was as much your fault as mine, sir! that my lucifers would be sacred! [Zakes candle- 
Mrs. B. {emerging from behind the curtains of| stick off the mantel-piece, R., in which there is a 
bed.| Lor’, Mr. Box! what is the matter ? very small end of candle; looks at it.| Now I 
Box. ‘Mind your own buisness, Bouncer ! should like to ask any unprejudiced person or 
Mrs. B. Dear, dear, Mr. Box! what a temper] persons their opinion touching this candle. In 


you arein, to besure! I declare, you’re quite pale ! | the first place, a candle is an article that I don’t re- 
Boz. Wi 


t color would you have a man be, |quire, because I’m only at home in the day-time; 
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and I bought this candle on the first of May— key out of one of the ornaments, opens door at R., 
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_ Chimney-sweepers’ Day—calculating that it would 
last me three months, and here’s one week not 
half over, and the candle three parts gone! 

[Lights the fire; then takes down a gridiron which 
is hanging over the fire-place, R.| Mrs. Bouncer 
has been using my gridiron! 
consumption that I cooked upon it was a pork 
_ chop, and now it is powerfully impregnated with 
_ the odor of red herrings! [Places gridiron on fire, 
and then, with fork, lays rasher of bacon on the 
gridiron. | How sleepy I am, to be sure! Id in- 
dulge myself with a nap if there was anybody 
here to superintend the turning of my bacon. 
_ [Yawning again.) Perhaps it will turn itself. I 
must lie down—so here goes. [Lies on the bed, 
_ Closing the curtains. After a short pause— 


Enter Cox, hurriedly, L. C. 


Cox. Well, wonders will never cease! Conscious 
_ of being eleven minutes and a half behind time, I 
was sneaking into the shop in a state of consid- 
erable excitement, when my venerable employer, 
with a smile of extreme benevolence on his aged 
countenance, said to me: ‘‘Cox, I shan’t want you 
to-duy—you can have a holiday.” ‘Thoughts of 
“Gravesend and back—fare, one shilling,” in- 
stantly suggested themselves, intermingled with 
visions of ‘‘ Greenwich for four-pence!” Then 
came the two-penny omnibuses, and the half- 
penny boats—in short, ’m quite bewildered! 
However, I must have my breakfast first—that’ll 
give me time to reflect. I’ve bought a mutton 
chop, so I shan’t want any dinner. [Puts chop on 
table.| Good gracious! Ive forgot the bread. 
Holloa! what’s this? A roll, I declare! Come, 
that’s lucky! Now, then, to light the fire. 
Holloa! [seeing the lucifer-box on table] who pre- 
sumes to touch my box of lucifers? Why, it’s 
empty! I left one in it—I’ll take my oath I did. 
_ Heyday! why, the fire 7s lighted! Where’s the 
gridiron? On the fire, I declare! And what's 
that on it? Bacon? Bacon it is! Well, now, 
’pon my life, there’s a quiet coolness about Mrs. 
Bouncer’s proceedings that’s almost amusing. 
_ She takes my last lucifer, my coals and my grid- 
iron to cook her breakfast by! No, no—I can’t 
stand this! Come out of that! [Pokes fork into 
bacon, and puts it on a plate on the table; then 
_ places his chop on the gridiron, which he puts on the 
_fire.| Now, then, for my breakfast things. [ Zak- 
ing key, hung up, L., opens door L. and goes out, 
slamming the door after him with a loud noise. 
Box. {suddenly showing his head from behind 
the curtains.| Come in, if it’s you, Mrs. Bouncer 
—you needn’t be afraid. I wonder how long I’ve 
been asleep? [Suddenly recollecting.| Goodness 
_ gracious—my bacon! [Leaps off bed and runs to 
the fire-place.| Holloa! what’s this? <A chop! 
Whose chop? Mrs. Bouncer’s, ’ll be bound. She 
thought to cook her breakfast while I was asleep 
—with my coals, too—and my gridiron! Ha, ha! 
But where’s my bacon? [Seeing it on table.| Here 
it is. Well, ’pon my life, Bouncer’s going it: And 
shall I curb my indignation? Shall I falter in my 
vengeance? No! [Digs the fork into the chop, 
opens window, and throws chop out—shuts win- 
dow again.| Somuch for Bouncer’s breakfast, and 
now for my own! [ With the fork he puts the bacon 
on the gridiron again.) I may as well lay my 


| breakfast things. [ Goes to mantel-piece at R., takes 


The last article of| goodness! my chop! 


and exit, slamming door after him. 

Cox. [putting his head in quickly at L.| Come 
in—come in! [Opens door. c. Enters with a 
small tray, on which are tea-things, etc., which he 


Running to fire-place. 
Holloa—what’s— The bacon again? Oh, pooh 
Zounds—confound it—dash it—d——n it—I can’t 
stand this! [Pokes fork into bacon, opens window 
and flings it out; shuts window again, returns to 
drawers for tea-things, and encounters Box com- 
ing from his cupboard with his tea-things ; they 
walk down C. of stage together.| Who are you, sir? 

Box. If you come to that—who are you ? 

Cox. What do you want here, sir? 

Box. If you come to that—what do you want? 

Cox. [aside.| It’s the printer! 

[Puts tea-things on the drawers. 

Box. [{aside.| It’s the hatter! 

[Puts tea-things on table. 


places on drawers, L., and suddenly recollects. | ce 


Cox. Go to your attic, sir. ‘ 
Box. My attic, sir? Your attic, sir! 
Cox. Printer, I shall do you a frightful injury, 


if you don’t instantly leave my apartment. 

Box. Your apartment? You mean my apart- 
ment, you contemptible hatter, you! 

Cox. Your apartment? Ha, ha! come, I like 
that! Look here, sir! [Produces a paper out of 
his pocket.| Mrs. Bouncer’s receipt for the last 
week’s rent, sir. 

Box. [produces a paper, and holds it close to 
Cox’s face.] Ditto, sir! 

Cox. [suddenly shouting.] Thieves! 

Box. Murder! 

Both. Mrs. Bouncer! 

[Each runs to door, L. C., calling. 


Mrs. BOUNCER runs in at door, L. C. 


Mrs. B. What is the matter? [Cox and Box 
seize MRS. BOUNCER and drag her forward. 

Box. Instantly remove that hatter! 

Cox. Immediately turn out that printer! 

Mrs. B. Well—but, gentlemen— 

Cox. Explain! Pulling her round to him. 

Box. Explain! [Pulling her round to him.] 
Whose room is this ? 

Cox. Yes, woman, whose room is this? 

Box. Doesn't it belong to me? 

Mrs. B. No! 

Cox. There! You hear, sir—it belongs to me! 

Mrs. B. [sobbing.| No—it belongs to both of you! 

Cox and Box. Both of us? 

Mrs. B. Oh, dear gentlemen, don’t be angry! 
But you see, this gentleman [pointing to Box] 
only being at home in the day-time, and that gen- 
tleman [pointing to Cox] at night, I thought I 
might venture, until my little back second floor 
room was ready— 

Box and Cox. [eagerly.| When will your little 
back second floor room be ready ? . 

Mrs. B. Why, to-morrow. 

Cox. Ill take it! 

Box. So will I! 

Mrs. B. Excuse me—but if you both take it, 
you may just as well stop where you are. 

Cox and Box. True. 

Cox. I spoke first, sir. 

Box. With all my heart, sir. The little back 
second floor room is yours, sir. Now go! 

Cox. Go? Pooh, pooh! 
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Mrs. B. Now don’t quarrel, gentlemen. You| BOR Oh, I understand! You’ve got a snug 
see, there used to be a partition here. little establishment of your own here —on the sly. 
Box and Cox. Then put it up! Cunning dog! [Nudging Cox. 

Mrs. B. Nay; Vilsee if I can’t get the other; Coz. (drawing himself up.| No such thing, sir; 
_Toom ready this very day. Now do keep your I repeat, sir—no such thing, sir; but my wife—I 
tempers. [HxitL. mean, my intended wife—happens to be the pro- 
| Cox. What a disgusting position ! -prietor of a considerable number of bathing ma- 
| | Walking rapidly round the stage. | chines— 
| Boz. [sitting down on chair at one side of table,| Box. [suddenly.] Ha! Where? 
| [ Grasping Cox’s arm. 


and following Cox’s movements.| Will you allow | 
Cox. At a favorite watering-place. How curi- 


me to observe, if you have not had any exercise | 


to-day, you’d better go out and take it? ous you are! 
Cox. 1 shall not do anything of the sort, sir. | Box. Notatall. Well? 
[Seating himself at the table opposite Box. | Cox. Consequently, in the bathing season— 
Box. Very well, sir! which, luckily, is rather a long one—we see but 


Cox. Very well, sir! However, don’t let me little of each other; but as that is now over, I am 
prevent you from going out. daily indulging in the expectation of being blessed 

Box. Don't flatter yourself, sir. [Cox is about with the sight of my beloved. [Very seriously. ] 
to break a piece of the roll of.| Halloa! that’s Are you married ? 


my roll, sir! [Snatches it away. Putsapipe in| Bor. Me? Why—not exactly! 
his mouth, lights it with a piece of tinder, and puffs| Cox. Ah! a happy bachelor? 
| smoke across to Cox. Box. Why—not—precisely ! 
Cox. Halloa! What are you about, sir ? | Cox. Oh! a widower? 
Box. What am I about? I’m about to smoke. Box. No--not absolutely ! 
Cox. Wheugh! [ Opens window at Box’s back. Cox. You'll excuse me, sir—but at present I 


Box. Holloa! [Turns round.|] Put down that don’t exactly understand how you can help being 


window, sir! one of the three. 
Cox. Then put your pipe out, sir! Box. Not help it? 
Box. There ! [Puts pipe on table. Coz. No, sir—not you, nor any other man alive! 
Coz. There! Box. Ah, that may be—but I’m not alive! 
[Slams down window and reseats himself. Cox. [pushing back his chair.) Youll excuse 


Bor. 1 shall retire to my pillow. [Gocs up, me, sir—but I don’t like joking upon such sub- 
takes off his jacket, then goes towards bed, and sits jects. 
down on it, L. C. | Box. I’m perfectly serious, sir. I’ve been de- 

Cox. [jumps up, goes to bed, and sits down on funct for the last three years! 

R. of Box.| I beg your pardon, sir—I cannot allow} Cox. peng) .] Will you be quiet, sir? 
any one to rumple my bed. [Both rising. Box. If you won’t believe me, Ill refer you to a 

Boz. Your bed? Hark ye, sir—can you fight ? | very large, numerous and respectable circle of 

Cox. No, sir. disconsolate friends. 

Box. No? Thencomeon! [Sparring at Cox. | Cox. My dear sir—my very dear sir—if there 

Cox. Sit down, sir—or I'll instantly vociferate | does exist any ingenious contrivance whereby a 
*¢ Police !” ‘man on the eve of committing matrimony can 

Boz. (seats himself. Cox does same.] I say, sir—_ leave this world, and yet stop in it, I shouldn’t be 

Cox. Well, sir? ‘sorry to know it. 

Boz. Although we are doomed to occupy the | Box. Oh, then I presume I’m not to set you 
Same room for a few hours longer, I don’t see any ,down as being frantically attached to your in- 
necessity for cutting each other’s throats, sir. tended ? 

Cox. Not at all. It’s an operation that I nal Cox. Why, not exactly; and yet, at present, 
decidedly object to. I’m only aware of one obstacle to doating upon 

Box. And, after all, I’ve no violent animosity | | her—and that i is, that I can’t abide her ! 
to you, sir. Box. Then there's nothing more easy. Do as 

Cox. Nor have I any rooted antipathy to you, sir. | I did. 

_» Box. Besides, it was all Mrs. Bouncer’s fault, sir.} Cox. [eagerly.] I will! What was it? 


* Coz. Entirely, sir. Box. Drown yourself! 
[Gradually approaching chairs. Cox. [shouting again.| Will you be quiet, sir? 
Boz. Very well, sir! Box. Listen tome. Three years ago it was my 
Cox. Very well, sir! [Pause. |misfortune to captivate the affections of a still 


Box. Take a bit of roll, sir? blooming, though somewhat middle-aged widow, 
Cox. Thank ye, sir. (Breaking a bit off. Pause. | at Ramsgate. 

Bor. Do you sing, sir? Cox. [aside.] Singular enough! Just my case 
Cox. I sometimes join in a chorus. three months ago at Margate. 

Bor. Then give usachorus. [Pause.] Have} Box. Well, sir, to escape her importunities, I 
ou seen the Bosjemans, sir ? came to the determination of enlisting into the 


Cox. No, sir; my wife wouldn't let me. Blues, or Life Guards. 
Box. Your wife | Cox. Ketel So did I. How very odd! 
Cox. That is, my intended wife. Box. But they wouldn’t have me; they actually 
Box. Well, that’s the same thing! I congratu- had the effrontery to say that I was too short. 
late you! [Shaking hands. Coz. ed And I wasn’t tall enough ! 
0 I was obliged to content myself with a 


~ Cox. [with a sigh.| Thank ye. [Seeing| Boz. 
Box aah to get up.| You needn’t disturb your- | marching regiment—I enlisted ! 
self, sir. She won’t come here. Cox. [aside.] So did I. Singular coincidence! 
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BOX AND COX.. 
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P Box. ’'d no sooner done so, than I was sorry 
or it. 

Cox. [aside.} So was I. | 

Box. My infatuated widow offered to purchase 
my discharge, on condition that I would lead her 
to the altar. 

Cox. [aside.] Just my case! 

Boz. I hesitated—at last I consented. 

Cox. [aside.| I consented at once ! 7 

Box. Well, sir, the day fixed for the happy 
ceremony at length drew near—in fact, too near 
to be pleasant; so I suddenly discovered that I 
wasn’t worthy to possess her, and I told her so 
—when, instead of being flattered by the com- 
pliment, she flew upon me like a tiger of the 
female gender. I rejoined, when suddenly some- 
thing whizzed past me within an inch of my ear, 
and shivered into a thousand fragments against 
the mantel-piece—it was the slop-basin. I retal- 
jated with a tea-cup. We parted, and the next 
morning I was served with a notice of action for 
breach of promise. | 

Cox. Well, sir? 

Box. Well, sir, ruin.stared me in the face. The 
action proceeded against me with gigantic strides. 
I took a desperate resolution: I left my home 
early one morning, with one suit of clothes on my 
back and another tied up in a bundle under my 
arm. I arrived on the cliffs, opened my bundle, 


Box. I’ve'no wish to be introduced to your in- 
tended. 

Cox. My intended? How can that be, sir? 
You proposed to her first! 

Box. What of that, sir? I came to an untimely 
end, and you popped the question afterwards. 

Cox. Very well, sir! 

Box. Very well, sir! 

Cox. You are much more worthy of her than I 
am, sir. Permit me, then, to follow the generous 
impulse of my nature—I give her up to you! 

Box. Benevolent being! I wouldn’t rob you 
for the world ! Wha ge Good morning, sir ! 

Cox. {seizing him.| Stop! 

Box. Unhand me, hatter, or I shall cast off the 
lamb and assume the lion! 

Cox. Pooh ! [Snapping his fingers in Box’s face. 

Box. An insult! to my very face—under my 
very nose! [Rubbing it.) You know the conse- 
quences, sir—instant satisfaction, sir! 

Cox. With all my heart, sir! [They go to the fire- 


place, R., and begin ringing bells violently, and pull 


down bell-pulls. 
Box and Cox. Mrs. Bouncer! Mrs. Bouncer! 
Mrs. BOUNCER runs in, L. C. | 
Mrs. B. What is it, gentlemen 
Box. Pistols for two! 
Mrs. B. Yes, sir. 


[ Going. 
Cox. Stop! You don’t mean to say, thought- 


deposited the suit of clothes on the very verge of | Jess and imprudent woman, that you keep loaded 


the precipice, took one look down into the yawn- 
ing gulf beneath me—and walked off in the oppo- 
site direction. 

Cox. Dear mé, I think I begin to have some 
slight perception of your meaning. Ingenious 
creature! You disappeared—the suit of clothes 
was found— | 

Box. Exactly! And in one of the pockets of 
the coat, or the waistcoat, or the pantaloons—I 


fire-arms in the house ? 
Mrs. B. Oh, no; they’re not loaded. 
Cox. Then produce the murderous weapons in- 
stantly ! [Exit Mrs. BOUNCER, L. C. 
/Box. I say, sir! 
Cox. Well, sir? 
Box. What's your opinion of dueling, sir ? 
Cox. I think it’s a barbarous practice, sir. 
Box. So do I, sir. To be sure, I don’t so much 


forget which—there was also found a piece of| object to it when the pistols are not loaded. 


paper, with these affecting farewell words: ‘This 
is thy work, O Penelop Anr!” 

Cox. Penelope Ann! [Starts up, takes Box by 
the arm, and leads him slowly to front of stage:] 
Penelope Ann ? 

Box. Penelope Ann ! 

Cox. Originally widow of William Wiggins ? 

Box. Widow of William Wiggins ! | 

Cox. Proprietor of bathing machines ? 

Box. Proprietor of bathing machines! 

Cox. At Margate ? 

Box. And Ramsgate! 

Cox. It must be she! And you, sir-—you are 
Box—the lamented, long-lost Box? 

- Box. Tam! | 

Cox. And I was about to marry the iateresting 
creature you so cruelly deceived. 

Box. Ha! then you are Cox? 

Cox. Tam! 

Box. I heard of it. I congratulate you—I give 
you joy! And now I think Ill go and takea 
stroll. bom, 

Cox. No you don’t! [Stopping him.}| Til not 


lose sight of you till I’ve restored you to the arms | lady—eh, Mr. Cox ? 


of your intended. 
Box. My intended? You mean your intended. 
Cox. No, sir—yours! 


Cox. No; I dare say that does make some dif- 
ference. 

Box. And yet, sir—on the other hand—doesn’t { 
it strike you as rather a waste of time, for two 
people to keep firing pistols at each other, with 
nothing in ’em ? 


Cox. No, sir; not more than any other harm- 
less recreation. 

Box. Hark ye! Why do you object to marry 
Penelope Ann f 


Cox. Because, as I’ve observed already, I can’t 
abide her. You'll be very happy with her. 

Box. Happy? Me? With the consciousness 
that I have deprived you of such a treasure? No, 
no, Cox! - | 

Cox. Don’t think of me, Box; I shall be suf- 
ficiently rewarded by the imowledge of my Box’s 
happiness. ew 

Box. Don’t be absurd, sir! ae 

Cox. Then don’t you be ridiculous, sir! 

Box. I won’t have her! 

Cox. I won't have her! 

Box. Ihave it! Suppose we draw lots for the. 
Cox. That’s fair enough, Mr. Box. 
Box. Or what say you to dice? 


Cox. [eagerly.] With all my heart! Dice, by 


Box. How can she be my intended, now that|all means. 


Box. 


I’m drowned ? laste. That’s lucky! Mrs. Bouncer’s 
Cox. You're no such thing, sir! and I prefer | nephew left a pair here yesterday. He sometimes 
presenting you to Penelope Ann. persuades me to have a throw for.a trifle, and as 
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t he always throws sixes, I suspect they are good 
ones. [Goes to the cupboard at R., and brings out 
2! the dice-box. 

; Cox. [aside.| I've no objection at all to dice. I 


Barnet Races, to a very gentlemanly-looking man, 
who had a most peculiar knack of throwing sixes; 
I suspected they were loaded, so I gave him 


| 

: 

| [Zakes dice out of his pocket—uses lucifer-boz, 
which is on table, as substitute for dicc-box. 
Box. Now then, sir! 


Box. As you please, sir. The lowest throw, of 
course, wins Penelope Ann? 
Coz. Of course, sir. 
Box. Very well, sir! 
Cox. Very well, sir! 
Boz. (ratiling dice and throwing.] Sixes! 
Coz. That’s not a bad throw of yours, sir. 
[ Rattling dice—throws.] Sixes! 
Box. That's a pretty good one of yours, sir. 
[Throws.] Sixes! 
throws.| Sixes! 
ixes ! 
. Sixes! 
. Sixes! 
. Sixes ! 
. Those are not bad dice of yours, sir. 
. Yours seem pretty good ones, sir. 
. Suppose we change? 
Very well, sir. 
Box. [{throwing.| Sixes! 
Cox. Sixes! 
Box. Sixes! 
Cox. Sixes! 
[itings down the dice.| Pooh! 


Oz. 


[They change dice. 


Boz. 


Rares for Penelope Ann ? 
Coz. The very thing I was going to propose! 


Bor. Epes examining money.| Where’s my 
tossing shilling? Hereitis! [Selecting coin. 
_ Cox. [aside, examining money.| Where’s my 
lucky sixpence? I’ve got it! 
Box. Now then, sir, heads win? 
Cox. Or tails lose—whichever you prefer. 
_ Box. It’s the same to me, sir. 
J Very well, sir. Heads, I win; tails, you 
Yes— [Suddenly.| No! 
Very well, go on! 
are standing opposite to each other. 
tossing.| Heads! 
tossing.) Heads! 
tossing.| Heads! 
tossing.| Heads! 
Ain’t you rather tired of turning up heads, 


Heads win, sir. 


Box. 
Cox. 
Bor. 
Cox. 
Box. 
sir? 
Cox. Couldn’t you vary the monotony of our 
‘proceedings by an occasional tail, sir ? 
tossing.| Heads! 
tossing.| Heads! 
Box. Heads? Stop, sir! Will you permit me— 
. pease Cox’s sixpence.] Holloa! your sixpence 
has got no tail, sir! 


Box. 


Boz. Let’s try something else. I have it! Sup- 
Cox. 
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| BOX AND COX. 


lost one pound, seventeen and sixpence, at last) each other, then retreat to some distance, and com- 
another half crown, and he gave me the dice. | room ready ? 


Cox. Vm ready, sir! [They seat themselves at| know how I forgot it, for I put it carefully in my 
opposite sides of the table.) Will you lead off, sir? | pocket. 


[They each turn aside and take out a handful of| Box. Yes, but then you— Now don’t let us begin 


|my own intended! 
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Cox. [seizing Box’s shilling.| And your shilling 
has got two heads, sir! 

Box. Cheat! 

Cox. Swindler! [They are about to rush upon 


mence sparring, and striking at one another. 
Enter MRS. BOUNCER, L. C. 
Box and Cox. Is the little back second floor 


Mrs. B. Not quite, gentlemen. I can’t find the 
pistols, but I have brought you a letter—it came 
by the General Post yesterday. I’m sure I don’t 


Cox. And you’ve kept it carefully in your pocket 
ever since? 

Mrs. B. Yes, sir. I hope you'll forgive me, sir. 
[Going.| By the bye, I paid twopence for it. 

Cox. Did you? Then I do forgive you. [zit 
Mrs. BOUNCER. Looking at letter.| ‘‘ Margate.” 
The post-mark decidedly says ‘‘ Margate.” 

Box. Ob, doubtless a tender epistle from Penel- 
ope Ann. 

Cox. [handing letter to Box.] Then read it, sir. 

Box. Me, sir? 

Cox. Of course. You don’t suppose ’m going 
to read a letter from your intended ? 

Box. My intended! Pooh! It’s addressed to 
you-—-C-0-X! 

Cox. Do you think that’s a C? It looks to me 
like a B. 

Box. Nonsense! Fracture the seal ! 

Cox. [opens letter—starts.| Goodness gracious! 

1Hiti, [snatching letter—starts.] Gracious good- 
ness! 

Cox. [taking letter again.] ‘“‘ Margate, May the 
4th. Sir—I hasten to convey to you the intelli- 
gence of a melancholy accident, which has bereft 
you of your intended wife.” He means your in- 
tended! 

Box. No, yours! However, it’s perfectly im- 
material— but she unquestionably was yours. 

Cox. How can that be? You proposed to her 
first ! 
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again. Goon. 

Cox. [resuming letter.) ‘‘ Poor Mrs. Wiggins 
went out for a short excursion in a sailing boat. 
A sudden and violent squall soon after took place, 
which, it is supposed, upset her, asshe was found, 
two days afterwards, keel upwards.” 

Box. Poor woman! 

Cox. The boat, sir! [Reading.] ‘‘ As her man 
of business, I immediately proceeded to examine 
her papers, amongst which I soon discovered her 
will, the following extract from which will, I have 
no doubt, be satisfactory to you. ‘I hereby be- 
queath my entire property to my intended hus- 
band.’” [Affected.| Excellent, but unhappy crea- 
ture! 

Box. {affected.] Generous, ill-fated being ! 

Cox. And to think that I tossed up for such a 
woman ! 

Box. When I remember that I staked such a 
treasure on the hazard of a die! 

Cox. 2m sure, Mr. Box, I can’t sufficiently 
thank you for your sympathy. 

Box. And ’'m sure, Mr. Cox, you couldn’t feel 
more if she had been your own intended! 

Cox. If she’d been my own intended? She was 
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Didn't you very properly observe just now, sir, 
that I proposed to her first ? 

Cox. To which you very sensibly 
you'd come to an untimely end. 
. I deny it! 
. [say you have! 
. The fortune’s mine ! 
. Mine! 
. YN have it! 
. So will I! 
. Pll go to law! 

Cox. So will I! 

Box. Stop—a thought strikes me. Instead of 
going e law about the property, suppose we di- 
vide it 


Cox. Equally ? 

Box. Equally. Ill take two-thirds. 
fourths. 

Box. That won’t do. Half and half! 

Cox. Agreed! ‘There’s my hand upon it. 

Bor. And mine. [About to shake na: A 

Cox. Holloa! Postman again! 

: Box. Postman yesterday—postman to-day. 
Enter Mrs. BOUNCER. 

Mrs. B. Another letter; Mr. Cox—twopence 

Coz. I forgive you again! [_Eait Mrs. BOUNCER. 
Taking letier.| Another trifle from Margate. 
[Opens the letter—starts.] Goodness gracious! 

Bor. [snatching letter—starts.| Gracious good- 

Cox. [snatching letter again—reads. | Happy 
to inform you—false alarm— 

Box. [overlooking.] ‘‘Sudden squall—boat up- 
set—Mrs. Wiggins, your intended— 

Box. “Carried into Boulogne— : 

Cox. ‘Returned here this morniig—” 

Box. “ Will start by early train, to-morrow—” 

Cox. ‘‘ And be with you at ten o’clock, exact.” 

Box. Cox, I congratulate you! 

Cox. Box, I give you joy ! 

Box. ’m sorry that most important business of 
the Colonial Office will prevent my witnessing the 


Cox. That’s fair enough—and I'll take eee: 
postman’s knock heard at street door. 
more ! 
ness | 
Cox. ‘ Picked up bya steamboat—” 
[Both simultaneously pull out their watches. 
truly happy meeting between you and your in- 


tended. Good morning! poee: 
Cox. [stopping him.] It’s obviously for me to 
ot for worlds would I disturb the rap- 


turous meeting between you and your intended. 
Goed morning! - 
| Box. You'll excuse me, sir—but our last ar- 
rangement was that she was your intended. 
oz. No, yours! - 
Box. ‘Yours ! 
Together. Yours ! 
[Ten o'clock strikes—noise of an omnibus. — 
Box. Ha! What’s that? A cab’s drawn up at 
the door ! a a aa to window.) No, it’s a two- 
| penny omni 
| Cox. [leaning over Box’s shoulder.] A lady’s got 
out! 
| Bow. There’s no mistaking that majestic person 
| —it’s Penelupe Ann! 


retire. 


Cox. Your intended ! 
Box. Yours ! 
Cor. Yours! ~ - - 
[Both run to door, is C., and eagerly listen. 
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Box. Your intended? Come, I like: that! Bor. Hark! she’s coming upstairs! 


replied that Mrs. B. [without and knocking.| Mr. Cox! Mr. 


‘by her. 


Cox. Shut the door! [They slam the door, and |} 
both lean up against it with their backs. if 


Cor. shouting. | 

Box. So have I | 

Mrs. B. Mr. Cox! [Pushing at the door. Cox ' 
and Box redouble their efforts to keep their door | 
Shut.] Open the door! It’s only me, Mrs. Bouncer! 

Cox. Only you! . Then where’s the aedy ? 

Mrs. B. Gone ! 

Cox. Upon your honor ?. 

Boz. As a gentleman ? 

Mrs. B. Yes; and she’s left a note for Mr. Cox. 

Cox. Give it to me! 

Mrs. B. Then open pepe door ! , 

Cox. Put it under! [Letter ts put under the 
door; Cox picks up the letter and opens it.) 
Goodness gracious ! 

Box. [snatching letter.) Gracious goodness! | 
[Cox snatches the letter, and runs forward, fol- 
lowed by Box. 

Cox. [reading.] “Dear Mr. Cox, pardon my | 
candor—” 

Box. [looking over and reading. ] “ But being | 
convinced that our feelings, like our ages, do not 
reciprocate—” 

Cox. 1 hasten to apprise you of my immediate ' 
union—” 

Box. §* With Mr. Knox.” 

Cox. Huzza! 

Box. Three cheers for Knox! Ha, ha, ha! 
SA osses the letter in the air, and. begins dancing. 
Ox does the same. 
7 The little 


} I’ve just stepped out! . 


Mrs. B. [putting her head in at door. 
second floor back room is quite ready 

Cox. I don’t want it! 

Box.. No more do I! 

Cox. What shall part us?. 

Box. What shall tear us asunder ? 

Cox. -Box!  . 

Box. Cox! [About to embrace. Box stops, seizes 
Cox’s hand, and looks eagerly in his face.]. You'll 
excuse the apparent insanity of the remark, but 
the more le ze on your features, the more I’m 
convinced that yow’re my lon -lost brother. 
ee The very observation I was going to make 


you 
Box. Ah! tell me—in mercy tell me—have you 
such a thing as a strawberry mark on pi left 
arm ?. — 

No! 


Coz. 
Box. Then it is he! 
| [They rush into each other's arms. 
Cox. Of course. we. stop where weare? . 
Box. Of course ! 
-Coz. For between you and me, I’m rather par 
tial to this house. 
Box. Soam I—I begin to feel quite at home init. 
Coz. Everything so clean and comfortable. * 
Box. And I’m sure the mistress of it, from what 
I have seen of her, is very anxious to please. 
Cox. So she is—and I vote, Box, that we stick 


Box. Agreed ! ! There’s my hand upon it; join 
but yours—agree that the house is big enough to 
hold us both—then Box— 

Cox. And Cox— 

Both. Are satisfied! . 

THE END. 
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~ “That which pleases long, and pleases ases many, Must possess some merit."—DR. JOHNSON. 
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[with panting heart the opens of the clock, 
Which hardly sounded ere the book was shut. 
| * H K ) \ V/ I H H i Then for the race—the leap—the game! Oh, sig- 
“por, 
The vigor and endurance of such j joy! 
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be | And call it part of pleasure! I’m again 
. SB Flay, in Sive Acts. In Mantua! Os to L. 
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ACT I. ° | Whichstillremain themselves. Your temperament 
Se | Bik io; the difecoee! “Tig hankness brooks 
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Enter BERNARDO, BARTOLO, CARLO and others, R. 
Car. Will not the duke postpone the cause ? 
Bar. I tell thee no! 

Car. And wherefore ? 

Bar. What’s that to thee? Is not he the duke? 
Shall such a piece of flesh and bones as thou ar 
question the duke ? 

Car. Why not? 

Bar. Why not? Would any one believe he had 
been born in Mantua! Now mark how I will an- 

| swer him. Dost thou drink Burgundy ? 
| Car. No, but water. 

Bar. Then thou art, compared to the great 

| duke, what water is to Burgundy. 

| Ber. Say on, Bartolo. Well! The duke re- 

: fuses to postpone the cause; and what then ? 
Bar. Why, then, the cause comes on. 

| Ber. And what will be the end on’t ? 

Bar. That knows the duke. 

. Ber. She was a bold girl, when they forced her 
to the church, to refuse to give her hand there, 
| and claim the protection of the curate. 
| Bar. He was a bolder man, to have anything to 

say to so mettlesome a piece of stuff. 

Car. And to refuse a count ! 

Bar. Her cause will not thrive the better for 
that, unless, indeed, the duke be wrath with the 
count for honorably affecting a commissary’s ward. 

Leon. [aside.] You seem intent on their dis- 
course. 

Lor. [aside.] I am so. 

Ber. You saw her, Bartolo, did you not ? 

Bar. Yes, I was passing by when they were 
forcing her into the church, and followed them in. 

Car. Is she as handsome as they say ? 

Bar. Humph !—handsome !—handsome is this, 
and handsome is that. Notwithstanding, I think 
I dare pronounce her handsome—very handsome ! 
Nay, I will go farther, and confess, that were she 
a countess or a duchess, I would call her the most 
beautiful woman in Mantua. 

Ber. But why wishes the curate to have the 
cause postponed ? 

Bar. To wait for a learned doctor of the law 
for whom he has sent to Rome, but who has not 
yet arrived, though hourly looked for. 

Car. What! must one send for law to Rome ? 

Bar. Yes, if one cannot find it in Mantua. 

Car. Cannot one find law in Mantua? 

Bar. Not if it all be bought up. There’s not a 
legal man of note whom the count has not re- 
-| tained; so was the curate forced to send for his 

nephew to Rome—a man, it is reported, of great 

learning, and of profound skill in-his profession, 
though hardly yet out of his nonage. 

Leon. [aside.} ‘You color, signor! ’tis of you 
he baa eae 

ar. Fears he to come to Mantua, or what ? 

Bar. ’Tis thought that the brigands have de- 
tained him—a plague upon the rascals! A word 
in your ears, signors. You all know that Bartolo 
is a loyal man ? 

All.. We do, Bartolo. 

_ Bar. Said I ever a word against the duke ? 

All. No! 

Bar. You're right, signors; nor would I, though 
the duke were to hang every honest man in Man- 
tua—for is he not the duke? andis not Bartolo a 


a ee 


| loyal man? Now if I speak of the duke’s cousin, | Perplexes me! 


More than you credit me I may bestead you. 
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ee ae | 
ar. Is’t treason to say, “a pity that he was 
killed”? eae 

All. No! 

Bar. Ah, signors, had he succeeded his father, 
he would have made a proper duke. Is this say- 
ing ene against his cousin that is the duke f 

. No! 
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Bar. I warrant me, no! Catch Bartolo talking 
treason. Who says a word against the dukef 
He dies, as Bartolo is a loyal man.. But fare you 
well, signors. The trial comes on at noon—and 
noon will soon be here! : 

Ber. We go your way. 

Bar. Come on, then. Remember. I said not a 
word against the duke. ; 

[Exeunt BARTOLO and others, L. 

Leon. Of you he spoke—was it not so ? 

Lor. It was. 

Leon. You come to Mantua to plead the cause 
Of this fair damsel. You were here before, 

But that the brigands intercepted you— 

Your hurt, but my advantage, whose escape, 

Long time their captive, you contriv’d. And now, 

To prove my friendship more than wordy vaunting, 

I have the power to serve you. Take me with you. 

Your clerk, you said, opposing vain resistance, 

The hot-brained robber slew. Suppose me him: 

I have a smattering of his vocation, 

A notion of the mystery of yours ;. : 

And I would hear by their own lips recited 

This worthy priest and beauteous damsel’s cause, 

For reasons which— You smile. 
Lor. A thought did cross me. — 
Leon. I know thy thought—’tis wrong! ’Tis 

not the heat = 

Of youthful blood which prompts— Yousmile again. 

Lor. Your pardon. IfI did, you have to thank 
The quickness of your apprehension. 

Leon. Mark me! | 
I have loved my last—and that love was my first! 
A passion like a seedling that did spring, | 
Whose germ the winds had set; of stem so fine, 
And leaf so small, to inexperienced sight 
It passed for naught—until, with swelling trunk, 
And spreading branches bowing all around, | 
It stood a goodly tree!. Are you content ? 

This was my sadness, signor, which the sight 

Of my dear native city banished ; 

Which thy misgiving hath brought back again ; 
And which will be the clothing of my heart 
While my heart calls this breast of mine its house. 

Lor. I pray you, pardon me! 

Leon. I pray you, peace! 

Time presses. Once again, have confidence, 
And take me with you to your uncle’s home. — 


Wilt take my hand ? 
Lor. I will! 


Leon. Have with you, then! [Exeunt R. 


ScENE II.—ANTONIO’S House. 


Enter ANTONIO and PIETRO, R. 


Ant. What lacks it now of noon ? 

Piet. An hour or more. | 

Ant. No chance of his arrival! This delay 
Is it neglect? I thought 


whom the brigands, they say, have killed, speak | His answer would have been his presence here, 


I against the duke ? 
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Prompt as my summons; yet he neither comes. | 


ot 
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Nor sends excuse. ’Tis very strange! 
The same sedate and lofty carriage still ? 

Piet. She does. And native seems it to the maid 
As her fair brow, wherefrom it calmly looks, 


‘ As from its custom’d and assured seat ; 


| 
| 
: 
{ 
{ 
s 
! 


I 
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A gentleness that smiles without a smile ; 
For ’tis the sweetness, not of any part, 
But all—look, speech and act—delights the heart 
That's near her. Silence is her humor; yet 
She never shuns discourse ; while what she says 
Hath one unwearied, constant burden still— 
A blessing on your reverence. 
Ant. Poor girl! 
She owes me naught. 
She was afflicted, persecuted, and 


| Tsuccord her! I, standing at the altar, 


Beneath my master’s roof—his livery 
Blazon’d, as ne’er was earthly king’s, upon me !— 


! What could I less ? 


' 


Piet. Fails he to come, for whom 
Your reverence looks to plead the dainsel’s cause, 


Must it perforce go on ? 


Ant. It must; and I 


Myself will be her advocate before 


The haughty duke. For problems of deep law 


| Will give him axioms of plain truth, and paint 


, Her t 


ing grievance to the life with tears— 


| Which, pity seeing, shall to every heart 
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That owns her gentle influence commend, 
And gather tears'to aid: them. — 


Enter STEPHANO, L. 


Sie. May it please you, 
Two strangers, craving audience, wait below. 
Ant. Admit them wee STEPHANO, L.] ’Tis 
my nephew ! orthy Pietro, 
Have all in readiness, that we appear 
Before the duke when cited. [Hit PIETRO, R. 


Enter LEONARDO GONZAGA and LORENZO, L. 


So, Lorenzo! 
. Save you, my reverend uncle ! 
Ant. Now a week 
I’ve mip for you—but waive me the explana- 
ons. 
Thou ’rt come, and to the business that has 
brought thee ! 
I have possessed thee of the damsel’s cause 
In all its bearings—art prepared to plead it ? 
Lor. I am, so please your rev’rence ; but with us 
That evidence is best which is direct. 
That the Count Florio seeks the damsel’s hand— 
That wills her guardian she should give it him— 
That she resists her uncle and the count— 
I know: but not the cause of her dissent. 
Children to dians do obedience owe; 


' A match so lofty warrants some enforcement, 
| Which not on slight grounds should the maid 


Ant. Ground know I none, save strong aversion. 
Lor. Pray you, 
Vouchsafe us conference with the maid herself. 


Ant. Vil bring her to you. But I charge you, 


boy, 
You keep in mind you are her advocate ; 
For she, indeed, of those rare things of earth 
Which of the debt that’s due to it rob heaven, 
at men set earth before it, is the rarest! 
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She holds| And tongue discourse with her, than with thine 


eyes— 
Lest thou forget it was her cause, not she, 
That summon’d thee to Mantua! 

Lor. Fear me not! [Hazit ANTONIO, R. 

Leon. A service of some danger, it should seem, 
Your rev’rend uncle has engaged you in; | 
And, by his pardon, for your safety— 

Lor. Is’t from your own misgivings that you 

doubt me? 

Leon. No. As I said before, my heart is safe— 
Love-proof with love! which, if it be not, signor, 
A passion that can only once be felt— 

Hath but one object—lives and dies with us— 
And, while it lives, remains itself, while all 
Attachments else keep changing—it is nothing! 
I used to laugh at love and deem it fancy ; 
My heart would choose its mistress by mine eyes, 
Whom scarce they found ere my heart sought a 
new one. 
I knew not then the “havior of the soul— 
How that’s the loveliness which it doth lodge, 
A world beyond the loveliness of form ! 
I found it! when or where—for weal or woe— 
It matters not! I found it! wedded it! 
Never to be divorced from that true love, 
Which taught me what love was! 
Lor. You wedded it ? 
Then was your passion blest ? 

Leon. No, signor, no! | 

Question no farther, prithee! Here’s your uncle. 


Enter ANTONIO and MARIANA, RB. 


Ant. Lo, nephew ! here’s the maid 
To answer for herself! 

Lor. [to LEONARDO.] She’s fair indeed! — 
Description ne’er could give her out the thing 
One only glance avows her! Prithee, look! 

Leon. Show her to Time, who has not seen the 

. fairest ! 
Remember, signor, Time’s no gazer, but 
Doth ever keep his eye upon his road, 
His feet in motion. Noon is just at hand. 
Dor. ; thank you. Note my questions—her re- 
plies. 
[ZJoMaRIANA.] Your guardian—is he your rela- 
tion, too? 
Mar. No—would he were! 
needs be strong, 
Which, failing, we’ve no other left to cling to. 

Leon. Oh, music ! 

Lor. What’s the matter ? 

Leon. I did hear 
A‘bird, whose throat did beggar all the grove, 
And of its rich and famed minstrel makes 
A poor and common chorister ! 

. Hear her! 
You'll have no ear for any other bird ; 
Look at her, and you'll have no ear for her, 
Your tranced vision every other sense 
Absorbing! Gave you promise to the count ? 

Mar. None. 

Lor. Nor encouragement ? 

Mar. Such as aversion 
Gives to the thing it loathes. 

Lor. Have you a vow 
Or promise to another? that were a plea 
To justify rejection. You are silent. 

And yet you speak—if blushes speak, as men 
Declare they do. Come, come, I know you love. 


That stay had 


_ Then guard thee, nephew !—rather with thine ears! Give me to know the story of your love, 


a ap 
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That thereupon I found my proper plea, 
To show your opposition not a thing 
Of fantasy, caprice or frowardness, 
But that for which all hearers shall commend you, 
Proves it the joint result of heart and reason, 
Each other’s act approving. Was’t in Mantua 
You met? : 

Mar. No, signor; in my native land. 

Lor. And that is— 


Lor. His country, too ? 
Mar. No, signor, he belonged to Mantua. 
Lor. That’s right—you are collected and direct 


In your replies. I dare be sworn your passion 


¢: Was such a thing, as by its neighborhood 


+++ 


| Made piety and virtue twice as rich 

As e’er they were before. How grew it? Come, 
' Thou know’st thy heart—look calmly into it, 
' And see how innocent a thing it is | 
' Which thou dost fearto show. I wait youranswer— 
| How grew your passion f 

Mar. As my stature grew, 

' Which rose without my noting it, until 

They said I was a woman. I kept watch 

Beside what seemed his death-bed. From beneath 

An avalanche my father rescued him, 

The sole survivor of a company 

Who wandered through our mountains. A long 

time 


\ 
Mar. Switzerland. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
His life was doubtful, signor, and he called 
For help whence help alone could come, which I, 
Morning and night, invok’d along with him. 
So first our souls did mingle! 
| Lor. I perceive: you mingled souls until you 
mingled hearts ? 
You lov’d at last. Was’t not the sequel, maid ? 
Mar. loved indeed! If I but nursed a flower 
Which to the ground the rain and wind had 
beaten, 
| That flower of all our garden was my pride. 
| What, then, was he to me, for whom I thought 
; To make a shroud, when, tending on him still, 
| With hope that, baffled still, did still keep up, 
' I saw at last the ruddy dawn of health 
| Begin to mantle o’er his pallid form, 
And glow, and glow—till forth at last it burst 
| Into confirméd, broad and glorious day ! 
_ Lor. You loved, and he did love? 
Mar. To say he did, 
Were to affirm what oft his eyes avouch’d, 
What many an action testified, and yet 
What wanted confirmation of his tongue. 
But, if he loved, it brought him not content ! 
"Twas now abstraction—now a start—anon 
A pacing to and fro—anon a stillness, 
As naught remain’d of life, save life itself, 
And feeling, thought and motion were extinct ! 
Then all again was action! Disinclined 
| To converse, save he held it with himself: 


| Which oft he did, in moody vein discoursing, 
; And ever and anon invoking Honor, 
| As some high contest there were pending ’twixt 
| Himself and him, wherein her aid he needed. 
| Lor. This spoke impediment; or he was bound 
| By promise to another; or had friends 
Whom it behooved him to consult, and doubted; 
Or ’twixt you lay disparity too wide 
For love itself to leap. 
Mar. I saw a struggle, 
But I knew not what it was. I wondered still, 
That what to me was all content, to him 


| Must needs to business go. 


[Act I, Scene 2, 


Was ali disturbance. But my turn did come. 
At length he talked of leaving us; at length 
He fixed the parting day—but kept it not! 
Oh, how my heart did bound! Then first I knew 
It had been sinking. Deeper still it sank 
When next he fixed to go; and sank it then 
To bound no more !—He went. 
Lor. To follow him 
You came to Mantua? 
Mar. What could I do? 
Cot, garden, vineyard, rivulet and wood 
Lake, sky and mountain went along with him— 
Could I remain behind? My father found 
My heart was not at home. He loved his child, 
And asked me, one day, whither we should go? 
I said, “To Mantua.” I follow’d him 
To Mantua! to breathe the air he breathed, 
To walk upon the ground he walked upon, 
To look upon the things he look’d upon, 
To ma perchance, on him! perchance to hear 
im! " 
To touch him! never to be known to him 
Till he was told, I lived and died his love! 
Lor. I pray you, signor, how do you get on? 
I see you play the woman well as I, | 
And, sooth to say, the eye did never weep 
In which her story could not find a tear ! 
How get you on? indite you word for word, 
As she delivers it? How's this? The page 
As blank as first you found it! all our pains 
Have gone to lose our time! 
Leon. I have a gift 
Of memory, signor, which belongs to few. 
What once I hear stands as a written page 
Before me, which, if asked, I can repeat 
True to the very letter. You shall have 
A proof of this. I have a friend or two 
I fain would snatch a word with—that despatched, 
I'll meet you at the duke’s, and bring with me ’ 
The damsel’s story, word for word set down, 
And win your full content—or give you leave 
To brand me an impostor, or aught else 
A man should blush to pass for. Will you trust mef 
Lor. I will. 
Leon. You may, for you shall ne’er repent you. 
[Asitde.] Pll bring you aid you little eon ee 
L. 
Ant. Nay, nephew, urge your friend to stay. 
A space | 
You have for brief refreshment: and, in sooth, 
You want it, who, from travel just alighted, 


a 


—— 
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Lor. Detain not him ; 
Some needful avocations call upon him. 
I wait your pleasure. 

Ant. Daughter, come. 
Some effort has it cost to tell your story, 
But profit comes of it; your cause is strong. 
Your vows, which virtually are another's, 
Heaven doth itself forbid you give the count! | 
Is 't not so, nephew ? 

Lor. There I'll found the plea, __. 

Which to the conscience of the duke Pll put. 
Knows he—whon, at his death (which I’m advised 
Took place in Mantua), your father named 

Your guardian--knows the commissary this 
Which thou hast now related ? 

Mar. Not that I know of. | 
My father’s death was sudden. Long time since 
He and the commissary were acquaintance. 
What passed between them, save the testament 
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+ The cause is over—finally adjudg’d. 

| Fer. Your seats! your seats! : Lor. How far your highness’ power extends I 

ton [The assembly sit. know ; | 
ft Bring on this cause! Who answers for our friend, Yet, though it reach unto my life, that life 

| The count ? I hold to be my good, and husband not 

$~; Advocate. My lord, so please you, I. A minute longer than it ministers 

; | Fer. Proceed. Unto mine honor’s profitable use. 


+ 


| : 
s| On one side BARTOLO, BERNARDO, CARLO Gnd) Frugo. She lacks a year of her majority. 


: | Enter MARIANA, leaning on ANTONIO, attended 
| 
| 


$; upon whom she leans. Rejected—spurned? Let the maid be given 
3. Ber. And where's the count? 
} Bar. Yonder, surrounded by the doctors of the | Obedience be refused, let him enforce it ! 
3. law. a The cause is judged ! 

{i Ber. The maid is very fair. 


$: of drums and trumpets.) Hush! the duke ap-| Fer. Who's he that speaks ? 
} |. proaches. The cause will straight come on. Lor. The counsel for the maid. 


+ Enter the DUKE FERRARDO GONZAGA and AT- 
$! TENDANTS, R. U. E. The whole assembly rise. 
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Which left me ward unto the commissary, Bar. He is a good spokesman—the duke de- 
Tam a stranger to. liberates. 
| Lor. Since you came hither Lor. My friend is lost, almost as soon as found. 
| Have you seen him for sake of whom you came? | He has deceived me. No! he comes at last, 
| Mar. No! | And keeps indeed his promise, if he brings 
: Lor. Nor hast a clue, direct or indirect, Such friends as these to back us! 
' To find him out ? Enter LEONARDO GONZAGA, as clerk to LORENZO, 
| Mar. No, signor. . Sollowed by several persons of distinction, R.'U. F. 
Lor. And how long Bar. Observe you, signors! Are not those who 
Have you sojourned in Mantua ? just entered relatives and friends of him that 
Mar. Two years. were the duke, had not mishap stepped in ’twixt 
Lor. And is your love the same ? him and his father’s seat ? 
Mar. Am I the same ? Ber. They are. | 
| Lor. Such constancy should win a blessing. Bar. Do they abet the maid? You see they 
Ant. Yes ! take their station round her. They are not wont 
| And, strange as ’tis, what seems to us affliction | of late to frequent the palace. 
| Is oft a hand that helps us to our wish. Ber. Peace! the duke is going to speak. 
So may it fall with thee, if Heaven approves! Fer. Count, on what plea claim you the maid- 
[Exeunt. en’s hand ? 
| : SS Flo. Her guardian hath affianced her to me. 
; AGT ITI. oe See her guardian | States the count 
¢| Scene I—Hall of Justice in the Duxr’s Palace.| Hugo. He does, so please your highness ! 


Fer. What’s her age? 


others ; on the other, LORDS and LADIES, etc. Fer. Her rank ? 
Bar. Silence, signors! Keep order! The par-| Hugo. Her father was a burgher. | 
ties in the cause are coming—here they are! Fer. Wealth 
Has she been left ? 


: Hugo. What, charily enjoy’d 
_ by LORENZO; after them the COUNT FLORIO, | rom manual labor might, perhaps, exempt her. 


and various DOCTORS OF THE Law. Fer. And stoops the count so low to be de- 
Bar. That is the maiden, and that the curate, spis’d— 
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Back to her guardian’s custody; and if 


Lor. Your highness’ pardon, but 
Bar. Yes, for a burgher’s daughter. [Flourish |The other side’s to hear. 


Fer. Let him be wise, 
And not gainsay our pleasure. It is told! 


Advocate. The question lies between the count) The duty which I should discharge in vain— 
and this, ‘ Not through its own demerit, but defect 
The guardian of the maid—whose froward act {In him whose will availeth more than right— 
Your highness is possess’d of—on the one side; {I leave undone; but ’gainst the power protest 


+, The maid herself, and that the reverend man Which makes me—servant unto justice—slave 
4; Who countenance doth lend unto that act, Unto oppression. For the pangs that wring 
4; Upon the other. Hereon founds the count That maiden’s heart, be answerable thou, 
3| His right unto the maiden’s hand: the will Not I! 
And promise of her guardian, unto whom Ant. Your highness— | 
Behooves her choice to bow—for choice herself Fer. Peace! I will not hear thee, father ! 
The maid of right hath none. This were the case. | Ant. Then heaven will hear me! I do call on it 
Proposed her guardian to affiance her For judgment on the man who wrongs this maid! 
| To oné in rank as far beneath the maid And sure as I do call ’twill answer me— 
~! As is the maid beneath the count. But, lo! And speak to thee—be thou that wicked man— 
The difference! By this alliance does _ | When power thou hast no longer to cry “peace”! 
She gain a consort of a rank so high Fer. That wicked man! 
¢ And wealth so broad, he were pretender fit Ant. Oh, poverty of earth! 
To hand of any maid in Italy! That men do deeds that win them evil names, 
| Such is our cause. In the fitst place,the right | And spurn the names, but. not the deeds which 
| To give away the maid; and in the next, win them. 
| That right exerted for her highest good. What truth instructeth me shall I not speak ? 
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Suffer’d the maid from any violence, 
Should he not die ? 
Which would condemn her to a loathéd bed ? 


6 THE WIFE. 


{Act I, Scene 1. 


Fer. This is the mood 


What callest thou the deed |The fantasy of girlhood ! Do we hold 


Our power of suff’rance of a baby maid, 


Think’st thou there’s virtue in constrained vows— | Who mocks us with a threat she durst not keep ? 


Half-utter’d—soulless—falter’d forth in fear, 
To purge the nauseousness of such a deed, 


Secure her! 
Mar. Lo, the vial’s at my lips! 


That heaven won’t smell the damning odor on’t ? | Let him who would do a murder do it! 
And if there is, then truth and grace are naught!! Had he a thousand hands to wait upon thee, 


Then sanctity is naught! yea, heaven itself! 
And in its empyreal essence lies 
No savor of its sweetness ! 

Fer. Peace, I say! 

Ant. Thou canst not bid the thunder hold its 

peace— 

Why criest thou peace to me? Nay, bid me speak, 
That thou may’st bear to hear the thunder speak— 
The herald, earth-accredited, of heaven— 
Which, when men hear, they think of heaven's 


ng; 
And run the items o’er of the account 
To which He’s sure tocall them. 
Fer. Dread my power! 
Ant. Dread thou the Power from which thou 
hold’st thy power! 
Proud man, I brave thee where thou sit’st, and in 
The ear of earth and heaven denounce the sen- 
tence — 
Which gives that injured maid to violence! - 
Fer. V'll hear no more! The cause is judged— 
the maid 
Her rightful guardian take! 
Mar. {advancing to centre.| And if he does, 
He takes a corse! Lo, death is at my lips; 
[Taking a small vial from her bosom. 
The hand or foot that offers to approach 
Commits a murder! In this vial bides 
The bane of fifty lives! pass but a drop, 
Were now the sexton told to dig my grave, 
Were now his foot upon the shovel set, 
Ere he began I should be ready for it! 
Who stirs? Lo, here I sink upon my knee! 
Or let the count his hateful suit forego, 
Or let my guardian his consent revoke, 
Or let the duke recall his foul decree, 
Or hence by mine own limbs I never rise! 
Fer. Why to the count this strong repugnance, 


irl 7 
Mar’ Give thou thy oath that none shall stir, 
T’ll speak. 
Fer. I give it thee. 
Mar. I am a maid betrothed! 

All but the rites, a wife! A wedded heart, 

Although unwedded hand! Reflect on that! 

Making me give my hand unto the count, 

You make me give what is another's right: 

Constraining me to an unrighteous act, 

And doing violence to heaven itself, 

Which curses lips that move ’gainst consciences! 
Fer. Lives he of whom you speak in Mantua ? 
Mar. In Mantua he told me he did live. 

Fer. What! know you not the place of his so- 
journ ? 
gel er ! where he still sojourns, where’er 
e is! 
Fer. What place is that ? 
Mar. My heart! Tho’ travels he 

By land or sea—though I’m in Mantua, 

And he as distant as the pole away — 

I look but into that and there he is, 

Its king enthron’d, with every thought, wish, will, 

In waiting at his feet ! 3 


The slightest movement of this little one 
Would make them useless all ! 
Leon. My Mariana! 
Fer. She has dropped the vial. 
Leon. [coming forward.| Stir not on your lives! 
My Mariana ! 
Mar. ’Tis he! 
Leon. It is, my love! 

’Tis he who won thy heart not seeking it ! 

’Tis he whose heart thou won’st, not knowing it! 

Who saw thee rich in all but fortune’s gifts, © 

And—servant unto them, though lord of them— 

Balanced their poor esteem against thy wealth, 

Which fortune could not match! Accountable 

To others, never I revealed the love 7 

I did not see the way for thee to bless 

As only thou wouldst bless it! Now that way 

Is clear! is open! lies before my sight, 

Without impediment, or anything 

Which, with the will, I cannot overleap ! 

And now, my love before! my love till now! 

And still my love !—now, now I call thee wife, 

And wed thee here—here—here in Mantua ! 
Sater that slave, who knows not where 

e is! | 
Leon. Descend, great duke, who know’st not 
- where thou sit’st 
Fer. Where do I sit ? 
Leon. Why, in thy cousin’s seat ! 
Fer. He’s dead ! : 
Leon. He’s not! He lives, and claims his seat, |: 

Backed by his kinsmen, friends, and every one 

That owns a loyal heart in Mantua! 

— [Throws off his gown. 

Do you not know me, cousin ? 

Fer. Leonardo! : 
Leon. Six years have we been strangers, but I !: 
see: 

You know my father’s face, if not your cousin’s ! 
Fer. I do, and yield to you that father’s seat. . 
Leon. Cousin, the promptness of your abdication }- 

Invests it with a grace to which we bow. 

We'll spare your sight the pain of our accession, 

And pray that, with the parties in this cause 

(I mean the count and guardian of the maid), 

You now withdraw, and at your former mansion 

Wait intimation of our further pleasure. 7 

I would not have you speak, so please you, now: 

When we confer, it must be privily. = 

Yet, out of honor to our common blood, 

Well as in pledge of no unkind intent, 

Your hand before you go! [They shake hands. 
Fer. Nay, let me speak ; 

At least my thanks, your highness, and my wel- |- 

come. [£xzeunt FERRARDO, FLORIO and |. 
H0vGO, L. . 
Ant. Rise, signors, rise ! 

Live, Leonardo, Duke of Mantua ! 
Leon. We thank you, friends ! 

is of the heart. | 

For you we take this seat. Thou reverend man, {| 

Be confessor unto the Duke of Mantua ; : 

Thou man of law and honor, be his friend, 


[ Flourish. 
This welcome | 
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Rd 


| Act IL, Scene 3.) THE WIFE. 7 
enticed ie 

7 | And advocate of State ; and both of you | Although they hang me from the portico ! 
| Lead hither that abstracted maid! But no! Have a heart, Poverty, thou hast naught to lose, 
' That office should be mine. [Descends.] In Italy | Nor land, nor mansion, nor habiliments, 
: Shines there a brow on which my coronet That thou shouldst play the craven! That thou 
i Could find so proud a seat? My Mariana, call’st 


Wilt be my bride? Nay, do not tax thy tongue | Thy life—what isit? Hunger! nakedness! 

| With that thy looks have scarce the power to'A lodging ’neath the eaves! ten scornful looks 
| speak ! |For one of pity, and that one a proof 

ome, share my seat with me! Come, Mariana, :' That thou ’rt an anguish to the aching sight ! 


ao. 


[She faints in his arms as the scene closes. |That they may fall the heavier—satisfied 
: That he who brains thee, does thee, Poverty, 
A thousand times the good he does thee ill ! 


SCENE IL—A Room in the Palace. Come, keep the portal of the mighty duke, 
Enter CosMo and COURIER, L. Who made thee what thou art; nor let him pass 
Cos. The duke? which duke? I know not|’Till from his fear thou wring’st an alms, or else 
| which; we had-two within the last ten minutes ;| A quick release obtainest from his wrath! 
*' T know not which duke.it is that thou wantest. Fer. [without.} Be sure thou keep’st the hour. 
| Cow. I tell thee the Duke of Mantua. St. Pier. Talk of the fiend, 
| Cos. Is thy business public or private ? They say, and here he comes! here comes the 
Cou. Dost thou not see I come from Rome? duke ! 7 
_ There are great matters on foot, which it behooves Enter FERRARDO. 
| the duke to know; and herein, if I mistake not,| er. Hoa! clear the vestibule ! 
he is apprised of them. St. Pier. Great duke, descend ! 
; Cos Nay, then, thy business is public, and of|No retinue doth stop your gracious way ! 
| course concerns the reigning duke. Here is no throng—for Poverty sits here, 
Cou. Of course it does ! Craving a foot of your fair palace steps, 
Cos. Tl bring thee to him. For lack of better resting place. 
Cou. Lead on! [Crosses toc. | Fer. Who are you? 
Enter BARTOLO, BERNARDO and MARCO, meeting | What do you here? 
them R.- St. Pier. Wait, mighty duke, an alms! 
Bar. Signor Cosmo! I could not ask the humble craftsman one— 


Cos. Don’t stop me, Signor Bartolo, I am in'I used to cuff him; nor the tradesman one— 
; I used to make him doff his cap to me; 
Bar. Nay, a word—only a word. Who is that? | Nor yet the merchant one—he gave me way, 
Cos. A courier from Rome. Or I gave him my shoulder ; nor the courtier— 
Bar. I was right, Bernardo. Save you, signor! | My hilt I handled soon as he touched his: 
You come, I hear, from Rome. How are they all | In brief, I passed by all degrees of men, 


at Rome ? To beg an alms of thee, most gracious duke. 
Cou. Well, signor—all that I am acquainted| er. Here! seus: opus 
with. St. Pier. What! a florin? give it to the street, 
Bar. They have a great deal of news in Rome? | For the abased eye of vagantry. 
Cou. Sufficient, signor. I make no livelihood of raggedness ! 
Bar. One likes to hear the news. Fer. Scorn’st thou my gift ? | 
Cou. I trouble myself little about it. St. Pier. Thy gift and thee, great duke! - 


Bar. That is because ’tis your vocation to hear; Nay, frown not! choler doth disturb digestion, 
it. Nobody isin love with his vocation. Now, |And that would mar thy afternoon’s repast ; 
tis the reverse with me. I mind the news as| Leave wrath to me, who have not tasted food 
much as I mind my meals. Pray you, signor, | Since Wednesday last, nor look for meal to-day. 
have mercy upon a hungry man, and tell me the ae - Why, that would buy thee five! 


news from Rome. . Pier. What were five meals, _ 
Cou. Great news, signor—there’s going to be a| To starve anew! I should not light on thee 
War. A second time to beg another alms! 


Bar. Awar! A war, Bernardo—Cosmo! And|Thou wouldst take care to shun me! better starve 


ray you, signor, with what power are they going ' Outright—for, saving thee, most gracious duke 
to wae ?” pord ¥ Gos i There's not a man in Mantua P'd stoop 


Cow. With the French. To ask a ducat of. 
Bar. The devil! Fer. Well, there’s a ducat. 
Cou. You will have a fine opportunity forshow-| ‘¢. Pier. It will not do. 
ing your valor, signor. Fer. What hoa, there! 
ar. I thank you, signor. I never was an os-|__ St. Pier. Softly, duke! 7 


tentatious man. I am content to be a man of| Hush! better far that we confer alone, ; 
valor—I don’t care to show it; but I thank you|For thy sake! mark!—for thy sake, gracious 
for the news. Come along, Bernardo—Carlo. A _ duke! nee 
war, signors, a war! What a glorious thingisa| er. What means the villain ? 
war! ere’s news ! [Exeunt i. St. Pier. Right, duke, that’s my name! 
as oe ee I mean f ru ae what I mean: 
2 ; y wardrobe wants replenishing ; it puffs 
ScENE III.—The Vestibule before the Ducal Palace. | mo wind; my hat is like to lose its crown ; 
Enter ST. PIERRE, L. My robe is all the covering I have; 
St. Pier. Here be my seat upon the palace steps, | My shoes are minus nearly half the soles ; 


199 


e consort of the Duke of Mantua! Then what car’st thou for cuffs? Nay, cuff again, . 


ee | 


8 THE WIFE. 
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And then I fain would change my lodgings, duke, 
_ Which, sooth to say, is e’en the open street— 
Less spacious would content me; last of all, 
I would be master of a larder, duke, 
Would serve me, at the shortest, good a@ month, 
That I might live so long at ease, and see 
If aught turned up would make it worth my while 
To shake a hand with the fair world again, 
And live on terms with it. Most gracious duke, 
Give me a hundred ducats ! 

Fer. Dost thou think 
To rob me at the palace gates ! 

St. Pier. Who robs 
Provides him weapons. I have none, great duke, 
Nor pistol, rapier, poniard—not a knife ; 
I parted with them one by one for food. 
For weeks have they been provender to me! 
Think upon that, great duke, that at a meal 
Spend’st twenty times their product; and, so 

please you, 

Give me a hundred ducats. 

Fer. Thou art mad! 

St. Pier. No, by St. Jago! try me! I have the 

use 

Of-my wits. Ill neither leap into a flood 
Nor run into the fire! Ido know 
The day of the week, the month of the year, the 


year; 
Pll tell you which are fast days, and which are not ; 
But that’s no wonder—lI have kept so many. 
To balance this, I’ll tell you the feast days, too! 
Yll write and cipher for you. Finally, 
V’ll give you all the fractions and their sums 
Lie in a hundred ducats * 
SERVANTS enter from the Palace, R 
Fer. Seize him! [They advance. 
St. Pier. Stop 
Till you have learn’d my name—imports you much 
To know! ’tis affix’d, most gracious duke, 
To certain documents which only wait 
Your leave to see the light. 
Fer. What documents? 
St. Pier. Shall these o’erhear, or private be our 
speech ? 
Fer. [to SERVANTS.] You may withdraw a pace 
or two. 
St. Pier. You see,,. 
Great duke, I am not mad. 
Fer. What documents ? 
St. Pier. One memorandum forahundred crowns, 
For whipping one that did offend your grace: 
I paid me with the pleasure of the task, 
Nor asked the hire, but kept the document. 
Another for enticing to a haunt 
Of interdicted play a wealthy heir; 
I scorned the hire for that—though, shame to 
say it, 
I did not scorn to earn it—but I kept 
The document. A third— 
Fer. Enough—St. Pierre ! 
St. Pier. Aha! you know me now ?. 
Fer. How changed thou art— 
I ne’er had known thee! 
St. Pier. It were strange if want 
| Look’d like abundance, which was never yet 
| Akin to it. 
Fer. Here, take my purse ! 
St. Pier. ’Tis rich— 
Holds it a hundred ducats ? 
Fer. Twice the sum. 
I want thee—that suffice. 
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His wish not only, but anticipates it! 


May head the war, and when he takes the lead, 
Her moody favor, wavering before— 


[ 
oe oe 


[Act TH, Scene 1. 


St. Pier. That does suffice ! 
Fer. aoe thee habiliments more rich than 
ese— 

Appointments, too, fit to consort with them— 

And come thou to mine ancient mansion straight. 
St. Pier. I must dine first. 

Fer. Eat sparingly. 
St. Pier. Indeed ! 

I see thou want’st me, then. I'll go and dine. 
Fer. Thy tears are ‘not a pledge for continence. 
St. Pier. V’ll dine upon a crust—nhay, fear me 

not. 

What time am I to take in all? 
Fer. The half might serve thee. 
St. Pier. Well, we'll say the half— 

The quarter will suffice me, if thou wilt. 

Fer. Make it as brief as may be. 
St. Pier. Work that’s sweet 

Is quickly done—I’ll come in half an hour. 

[Eavit R. 
Fer. That which had been my bane an hour ago 

Is now my medicine! This fellow owns 

A quick and subtle wit, a reckless daring 

And hath a winning tongue withal, and Yhavior | 

Easy of conscience, too, yet still contrived 

To keep some credit with the court. ‘I know 

‘The use of him. He has been mine, and mine 

“He needs must be again! So! Suddenly 

‘He quitted Mantua, and left with none 

‘¢ A clue to find the cause—nor lacked he then 

‘‘ Wardrobe or ducat. Misery has changed him— 

‘Her work abundance quickly shall undo.” 

I know the use of him, and I will use him. 

[Hzit L. 


Sul 


Two hours ? 


“6 Enter COUNT FLORIO, L. 


‘¢ Now, count, what brings you hither ? 
Flo. News, wy lord, 
‘¢ Ensures my welcome! A brief honey-moon 
‘‘ Hath fate decreed your cousin: scarce he takes 
‘‘ The seat were fitter yours, and weds his bride, 
‘Ere comes advice the States must take the field 
‘¢ Against the power of France. 
Fer. ‘*Good news, indeed ! 
Filo.. “ Forthwith he hies to Rome—_ 
Fer. ‘‘ Most welcome news! 
Flo. ‘‘ And, by entreaty of his sigakent you— 
“ As next in rank and lineage—are appointed 
‘¢Our regent in his absence. 
Fer. ‘* That’s the best news! 
Flo. ‘‘ His heart, that was against you, aoftanea 
“ By prosperity, or by your ready yielding, 
‘“Or giving way unto the sudden exigence, 
‘¢ He offers reconcilement by your friends, 
‘¢ And straight you are invited to his presence. 
Fer. “Icome! Great news! 
| 
| 
| 
at 
. 


I thank you— 
glorious news ! 


[Hxeunt L.” 


ACT ITI. 
SCENE I.—An Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter FERRARDO and FLORIO, L 


Fer. Another victory ! 

Filo. So the rumor runs. 

Fer. mee fortune plays the minion to him! 
oes 


Chief after chief she thrusts aside, that he 


: 
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THE WIFE. 


t| Act IT, Scene 1.] 
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| 
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| 
| 
| 
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ad's 
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. To the admired extreme! 


ae sun and cloud—shines fully forth 


With strong and steady beam. Have many fallen? 
Filo. A host, ’tis said, on either side. 
Fer. No wound, 
No hurt for him? 
Flo. "Tis so reported. 
Fer. Ha! 


For him do change to flowers! 
Flo. The duchess still 


+ Persists in her seclusion. 


Fer. There again 
I'm baffled! Would she mingle with the court, 
I'd make for him the home of peace what fails 
The field of war to prove. I know my cousin— 
For boyhood, thoughtless, often shows the man 
Which manhood, wary, hides. A sense he has 
TYhat’s sickly tender to the touch of shame. 
I have seen him, at a slight imputed fault, 
Color to flame—anon grow ashy pale— 
The dew in drops upon his forehead starting, 
His tongue without its use, his mouth agape, 
His universal frame vacuity 
Of action and of power—and anon 
The glare and din and tossing of the tempest! 
To wound his honor to the quick would be 
To sting his core of life! 

Flo. Thou couldst not hope 


| To wound it thro’ his wife—‘‘ whose love for him 


** Gives, in his absence, all things to neglect ! 

‘Her bounding palfrey cannot woo her forth! 

“The palace vibrates with the dance, and still 

“She keeps her lonely cell. You talk to her 

“ Of plays and shows—a statue lists to you; 

‘She visits no one—no one she receives. 

What chance of practicing upon a wife, 

‘Who, for an only absent lord, observes 

* A sterner widowhood than many hold 

“In honor of a dead one?” Why do you smile? 
Fer. To think to what account a little art 

Might turn a little swerving in a case 

Of self-denial carried thus like hers ° 

I would St. Pierre 

Had kept his restless spirit more in check, 

Paid to my will submission, as he used, 

And not enlisted in my cousin’s train, | 

But stopped in Mantua! My plans were laid, . 

Were sure, and long ere this had been matured, 


- But for his willfulness. 


Flo. Of what avail 
Had been his presence here ? 
Fer. I should have found 
A use for him. Ne’er yet I knew the ear 
He could not keep a hold of, once he caught it. 
That fellow, with his tongue, has won more 
hearts 
Than any twenty men in Mantua 
With tongues and forms and faces ! 
triv’d 
To throw him in her way. 
Flo. There were no chance. 
Fer. 1 know; but I could make appearances 
Supply the place of facts—especially : 
In her husband’s absence—so that confidence 
Itself would construe guilt where no guilt was! 
So would I show her to the eyes of all, 


I had con- 


That, though she were the snow itself new-fallen, 
Men would believe her spotted ! 

Flo. If ’tis true 
That he was charged with the despatches hither 
Of this new victory— 

Fer. St. Pierre. 

Flo. St. Pierre! 


| Flo. ‘Tho’ twice he changed his charger—one; Fer. ’Tis so reported? 
| disabled, - Flo. *Tis. 
| The second wounded mortally! fer. Then, proves it true, 
Fer. And he Before he is an hour in Mantua 
_ As safe as sitting in his dueal chair! He must be stripped of every ducat! Mind, 
_ Why, dangers that are thorns to other men Of that must thou take care! [ Shouts. 


What mean those shouts ? 


Flo. They herald, doubtless, the approach of 


him 

That’s bearer of the news. 

Fer. If ’tis St. Pierre, . 
The moment he alights, away with him 
To a house of play—you are his master—haste ! 
Your signal he will answer readily, 
As doth the bird of game his challenger! 

Flo. V'll do my best. [Evit L. 

Fer. So do. The confessor ! 
The cards come round tome! A score to one 
I hold the winning hand. His reverence 
I have contriv’d to make at last my friend. 
Your churchman dearly loves a convertite, 
And he believes me his. A kindly man,” 
But, once resolved, to error positive ; 
And, from his calling, credulous to weakness, 
Touching the proneness of the flesh to sin. 
I have well considered him. 


Enter ANTONIO, R. 


Your blessing, father. 

Ant. Thou hast it, son. 

Fer. Whence come you now? No doubt 
From the performance of some pious deed— 
The shriving of some sin-oppressed soul— 
The soothing of some sorrow-stricken heart— 
Or sweet relieving of some needy child 
Of merciless adversity. 

Ant. No, my son, 

But from a trespasser that’s yet unshriven ; 


A daughter who has swervy’d, and on whose soul | 


I had thought as soon to find the soil of sin 
As tarnish upon new-refined gold! 
A wife, who, in the absence of her Jord, 
Lived like thy cousin’s wife; with means to bless 
Desires incontinent; a miracle 
Of self-secluded, lonely chastity. 

Fer. [{aside.] He comes in the very vein! 

[ Aloud.] You spoke just now 
Of my cousin’s wife. There’s news of my dear 
cousin, 

And, with submission, I would recommend 
Her grace to show herself to-day. Methinks, 
If only for her health, she keeps herself 
Too much alone. 

Ant. So have I told her grace. 

Fer. Indeed! I marvel that she perseveres 
In the face of our admonishment. More strict 
Would she be thought than you, a holy man, 
Would counsel her to be? Forgive me, father, 
If ’tis uncharitable in me, but 
I never loved extremes! Your constant weather 
Is still the moderate, father. Storms and calms 
Are brief. 

Ant. You are right, my son. 

Fer. [had been pleased 
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THE WIFE. (Act IIT, Scene 2. 


Pee 


Rees eyayes yet eye kT 
’ 


Flor. At happy people, madame— 

Some standing, others walking, others running ; 

All doing what they list, like merry birds 

At liberty. 
Mar. Come from the casement—shut it. 
Flor. Nay, rather approach it, madame! Do! 

And look from ’t too—there’s news, and from your 

I see much guard, I ever do infer -lord! 

Look—there’s the courier ! : 
Mar. {approaching the window.) Where ? 
Flor. That cavalier, 

Who tries to pass along, but cannot, so — 

The throng do press upon him. 

Enter FERRARDO and ANTONIO, L. 
Fer. [aside to ANTONIO.] At the casement !- 
Mar. o is that cavalier ? 
Flor. The courier, madame. e 
Mar. I know—but who is he ? 

His family—his name? I cannot take 

My eyes ea his face! Who is he? Can’t you 

te 


Love, of its own fidelity assured, 
Ne’er studies the display on ’t! | 
Ant. Nay, she loves 
Her Jord. 
Fer. And yet ’tis the predicament . 
Of love to wane upon possession. Where 


és «kee 
$1 
10 
Less had she shown her fondness for her lord. 
Some doubt; I do not mean deliberate— 
Instinctive only. Passion is passion, father, 
Earth—which, the nigher we draw to heaven, the 
more 
We cast away. 
Ant. You reason well, my son. 
Fer. I would not have you think I doubt her 
grace ! 
Yet had she more confided in herself— 
Lived like herself—appeared among the court— 
Courteous to all, particular to none, 
Save those to whom , next to her lord, she owes 
Her highest duty—my reliance on her 
Were stronger! Is’t uncharitable, father, 
| 


To say so? Speak, and frankly. Wherefore else : po t Spay re peas rather! name 


Flor. Vil fly and learn it. 
Mar. Do, good gir!! 
nd soon as you have learn’d ay back again. 
[Zazit FLORIBEL, R. 
Fer. (aside to ANTONIO. ] I pray you mark, but 
speak not. [Approaches the window on tip- 
toe, returns and speaks to himself. ] 


It is St. Pierre ! 
And trust me, father, gladly would I make them ! Incredible ! l To ANTONIO.] It is the courier, 


Put I my heart into your saintly hands ? 
Ant. Nay, son, I think you speak in charity, 
As one who blames through love. We'll see the A 


duchess, 
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And jointly recommend to her a life 
Of less severe restraint. 
Fer. I thank your reverence! . 
You know I owe her grace some small amends, 


[Exeunt L. 


a 
Of whom they were discoursing 
Mar. J have lost him! 
He has entered the palace. I should like again 
To see him—I should like to speak to him! 
Fer. [aside to ANTONIO.) My life on’t, she will 
hold acourt to-day. 
Accost her, father. 
Ant. Benedicite, 
Fair daughter. | 
Mar. Father! What, his grace? Ithink, — 
Or I mistake, there’s news of my dear lord ? : 
Of life in a day! Now in a dozen days Ant. Madame, there is, and happy news. Your 
Ilead but one! Ere breakfast, wasanun; - lord 
| Then played the housewife; after that, to horse! | Has won another victory ! 
Then, dinner o’er, a Naiad on the laxe, Fer, All Mantua 
Floating to music! Evening changed the scene | Would have a héart of overtiowing joy, 
Again, and night again—which I did close ’ Would but your highness notify your will 
In my balcony, list’ning by the moon To let it speak its happiness, and pay 
The melting cadence of the serenade! Congratulations to you. May I hope 
Now morning, evening, noon and night are naught | You do not pause from doubt? Your confessor 
No| Approves your highness somewhat should relax 
Yotr life of close seclusion. 
ao (after a pause.| Be it so. 
r. [aside to ANTONIO.] I told you, father ! 
Re-enter FLORIBEL, R. 
Flor. Madame, he is called— 
MARIANA beckons her to silence. 
Fer. St. Pierre—you mean the courier 
That brought these happy tidings? - 
Mar. Fioribel, 
I want your aid. My lord and reverend father, 
Soon as my toilet’s made I shall descend. | 
Exeunt MARIANA and FLORIBEL, BR. 


SCENE IT.—Anteroom in the Chamber of the DucH- 
ESS. A window overlooking the street. 
Enter FLORIBEL. 
Flor. A merry life for twenty-one to lead, 
And in a woman, too! from morn till night. 
Mew’d in a lonely tower! MHeigho! It is 
My lady’s Will. I would she had been born 
| In Mantua, where wives their husbands love 


| In reason! Well, we’ll live in hope she'll learn 
In time. I used to lead a‘dozen kinds 


But morning, evening, noon and night. 
change, 

Save in their times and names! . What I get up 
I last throughout the day, and so lie down, 
The solitary lady of the duchess! 
And how I bear it! Wonderfully ! 
Belief! Vildo’t no longer! If! do, 
Then never was I born in Mantua. [ Shouts. 
What’s that ? the city all astir!—a crowd 
Before the palace! I will ope the casement. 
T feel as I could leap into the street ! 

[Opens casement. 

Enter MARIANA, L. 


aa en eee eee oe ee 


Mar. What do you at the casement, Floribel ? Ant. at kind of man is this? | ¥ 
Flor. Look from it, madame. Fer. A kind of devil, | t 
Mar. That I see. At what That grasps you with his eye, as fascinate t 
Is it you look ? Sarpanta, tis ‘sald, their prey: a tongueto match, | + 
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Act ITI, Scene 4.] : THE WIFE. 11 
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In glozing speech, the master-fiend himself! She conned thy visage from her casement; sent 
Tm troubled, father. Was the dame you spoke of Her confidant to learn thy name; seemed lost 

Indeed a pattern, like my cousin’s wife, At losing thee! Win thou discourse with her, 

_ Of saintly self-denial ? And hold it when thou winn’st it— twill content 

_ Ant. Yes, my son. me, 

Fer. I grieve we urged her highness with her| Thou make her but the object of remark. 

) presence Away! Go lean on yonder pedestal, 

To grace the court to-day. I tremble for her. And watch thy opportunity to draw 

_ Come, shall I tell thee something? No, I willnot!| Her notice towards thee. Thy obeisance does it; 

_ When you can lead the sea, you'll sound the depth | Or anything most slight ; her lord’s success 

Of woman’s art. Would you believe it? No! ‘Is plea that you accost her; she is new 

_ While there’s a doubt, suspicion should be dumb. |To the court, a stranger to its law of distance, 

| Thinkst thou I would have backed her guardian’s | Which ’tis expedient thou infringe. Couldst master 

suit, Aught that’s about her person—say a ring, 

But that I knew he had his reasons? ’Sdeath, A brooch, a chain, in curiosity 


| What am I doing? Come, your reverence, Besought of her for mere inspection, then 
The man of proper charity condemns not, Mislaid or dropped—not to be found again— 
_ Except upon enforcement. Aj! is right’ It were a thousand ducats in thy hand. 
| [Exeunt i. |’Sdeath, man, hold up thy head, and look at for- 
| : > tune, 
ScENE IIT.—A Room in the Palace. That smiles on thee, and aids thee to embrace her! 


What dost thou gaze at? 
St. Pier. Who is that ? 
Fer. The duchess. 


>] St. Pier. Indeed, a lady of surpassing beauty ! 
+ In the chamber of the duchess. Nay, my lord, Fer. An irksome task, methinks, Dve set you. 


4 He has quitted it, and is here. Comeil- 
; ; Flo. You may withdraw. ~— [Bait CosMo,R. | apout it! to thy post! 


Enter FLoRIO and COsMO, L. 


Flo. Where is the regent ? 
Cos. With the confessor, 
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He met a friend, whose hand he scarce had shaken, | Hold it but on, she’s lost! [FLORIO comes down. 
Ere the ready dice were out. In brief, your grace, | Do you see ? 


: inter FERRARDO, L. St. Pier. Surpassing fair! [ Exit. 
t) Fer. Well, where’s St. Pierre? I thought you| Fer. [looking after him.] He has caught her | 
; were together? eye already—excellent ! | 
>} lo. We were, but parted for a moment. For-| He bows to her! Does she courtesy? yes, i’faith ! | 
+ tune, And to the very ground! You’re welcome, sir! | 
| : In the task you set me, kindly has forestalled me. | He speaks to her! How takes she his advances? | 
; Halting to bait within some miles of this, She entertains them! They pass onin converse! | 
} 
. 


Ft EOE RP rae 


* He has entered Mantua ducatless. Of myown! fF, So soon! 
counsel I wish him fortune! As I loved her once, 
; I broke to him your need of his assistance J I even loathe her now! | 
» Touching your cousin’s wife, and promised him—}| er. Could you believe it ? | 
+ A pledge I knew your highness will redeem— He crosses her, and straight her eye is caught! 
+ Replenished coffers, would he undertake He speaks, and straight is master of her ear! | 
+ Topleasure you. ~ Solace for baffled hopes! From infancy 
+ Fer. Will he do it? I loathed my cousin for his elder right, 
+ _ Flo. Sullenly, ; And leaped into his seat with lighter spring 
+ But fully, he consented—he is here. That he, I thought, had missed it! He returns, — 
, Fer. Retire awhile. [The Count retires. | And I, with humbled brow, in sight of all 
a Enter ST. PIERRE, R. Descend, that he may mount! I’ll pay him shame 
Welcome, St. Pierre—welcome, my friend! I’m|¥For shime; but he shall have’t with interest ! 
B glad Where is the confessor? I must to him, 
+ To see you. Mix with the company, and point to them 
|} St. Pier. Would you take me for a knave? The eye of questioning remark: with looks 
| 3 Fer. What mean you? Speak sentences! More surely does not raise | 
| St. Pier: Would you take me for a knave? One wave another wave, than marvel grows | 
m 6tver. No. On marvel. Interjections have a world | 
3 «St. Pier. No? Why, then, I'm fit to do your! Of argument. ‘ Incredible!” “Odd!” “ Strange !” _ 
a pleasure. | Will make a thousand hearers prick their ears, 
, Come—to my work—when am I to begin ? And conjure wonders out of commonest things. | 
. Fer. The matter? Then with commiseration you may do | 
; _ St. Pier. I have lived an honest life A murder easily! ‘ Alack!” ‘ Alas!” | 
_ ¢ These six months—knavery is new to me! Use daggers that seem tears. Away! away! | 
t I set about it feverishly. For now or never is the golden hour! [Hzeunt 1. | 
: Fer. What! —— See 
. Is't knavery Reap erabrouby, srOman ‘ 7 SCENE IV.—Another Room in the Palace. 
+ They catch birds so. 
- St. Pier. Pshaw! I am past the time. Enter MARIANA and ST. PIERRE, C. 
+ Fer. Mind is the brightness of the body—| Mar. I thank you for the story of your travels: 
+ lights it You make me wish to see the world, of which 
+ When years, its proper but less subtle fire, Such wonders you relate. I think you said 
“1 Beg ms bodin: Nan, I could tell thee how You were but newly come to Mantua ? 
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12 THE WIFE. ? 


You must have been in Mantua before, then, 
So many seem to know you. 

St. Pier. I have been | 
Before in Mantua. 
Mar. ’Tis very strange, 

But when I saw thee first I felt as if 
We were of old acquaintance! Have we met 
Before ? 

St. Pier. No, lady. 

Mar. It is very strange ! 


It is my birth-place. 

Mar. Aye! so it is mine. 
’Tis a dear country! Never met we there? 

St. Pier. No. 

Mar. No! ’tis odd! how many years is’t since 
You were in Switzerland ? 


_ | And yours eo nlent to all have given offense. 


roooese 


{Act III, Scene 4. 


Mar. How! 
Ant. Heaven alone 
Can judge the heart ; men must decide by actions; 


Mar. Offense 

Ant. A woman hath in every state 
Most need of circumspection; most of all 
When she becomes a wife! She is a spring 
Must not be doubted; ifshe is, nooath . 
That earth can utter will so purge the stream 
That men will think it pure. 

Mar. Is this to me? 

Ant. Women who play the wanton— 

Mar. Father ! 

Ant. Daughter! 
That look and tone of high command become 
Thy state indeed ! 

Mar. No, father, not my state— 


' St. Pier. 'Tis fifteen years. . 
Mar. So long! I was an infant then. No—no, 
We have not met before. *Tis odd—at least 
You are my countryman ! 
(Holding out her hand to him. 
VISITORS have been occasionally crossing the stage 
during this scene, observing MARIANA and St. 
PIERRE, L., and go off R. Enter, in the back- 
ground, ANTONIO and FERRARDO. 
Fer. Had I been told it, 
I would not have believed it. 
Mar. Switzerland , 
Is a dear country! Switzerland! 
St. Pier. It is 
The Jand of beauty and of grandeur, lady, 
Where looks the cottage out on a domain 


They become me! state greater—higher far, 

One who deserved that name I blushed to hear— 

And thou, a reverend man, shouldst blush to use— 

Might fill! but though it were an empress’, 

I would defy her in her breast to seat | 

The heart that’s throned in mine! If’tisa crime 

To boast—heaven pardon you—you have made 
me sin ! 

Ant. Behooves us heed appearances ! 

Mar. No, father— 
Behooves us heed desires and thoughts, and let . 
Appearances be what they may !—you 
Shall never shape them so, that evil men 
Will not their own construction put upon them. 
Father, it was the precept of my father. 

Ant. He little knew the world. 


The palace cannot boast of. Seas of lakes 

And hills of forests ! crystal waves that rise 
’Midst mountains all of snow, and mock the sun, 
Returning him his flaming beams more thick 
And radiant than he sent them. Torrents there 
Are bounding floods! and there the tempest roams 
At large, in all the terrors of its glory ! 

And then our valleys! ah, they are the homes 
For hearts! our cottages, our vineyards, orchards, 
Our pastures studded with the herd and fold! - 
Our native strains that melt us as we sing them! 


Heaven and the smile of his own conscience ! 
What have I done? 


The eyes of 


Which see defect in frank and open deeds ! 
The gentleman appeared mine old acquaintance— 


Mar. He knew what’s better— 


Ant. Given cause of scandal, daughter. 
Mar. How? 

Ant. By a preference so marked, it drew 
l upon you. 

Mar. Evil eyes 
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That drew me towards him. I discovered now 
He was my countryman—that makes allies 
Of even foes that meet in foreign lands, 
Then well may couple strangers. He discoursed 
Of my dear native country, till its peaks 
Began, methought, to cleave the sky, as there | 
They stood before me! I was happy—pleased. 
With him that made me so. Out of a straw 
To raise a conflagration ! [ Crosses to L. 
Ant. You forget | 
You are not now the commissary’s ward, 
But consort to the Duke of Mantua. 
You’re a changed woman. 
Mar. No, i’ faith, the same! 
My skin is not of other texture; this, | 
My hand, is just the hand I knew before ! 
If my glass tells the truth, the face and form 
I have to-day I had to-day last year! — 
‘My wind is not an inch the taller grown 
Than mellowing Time hath made it in his course ! 
And, for my heart, it beats not in my breast, 
If, in. the ducal chair of Mantua, | 
’Tis not the same I had when I did sit 
On some wild turret of my native hills, 
And burn with love and gratitude to Heaven, 
That made a land so fair, and me its daughter ! 
Ant. Heir me! you have wronged your lord. 


A free—a gentle, simple, honest people ! 
| | [Crosses to R, 
Mar. I see them, signor—I’m in Switzerland— 
I do not stand in Mantua! Dear country ! 
_ Except in one thing, I’m not richer, signor, 
Than when I was a child in Switzerland, | 
And mistress.only of this little cross ! 

[Pressing the cross to-her breast. 

St. Pier. [anxiously.] Your pardon, lady! 
Pray you, let me see 

That cross again ! : 

Mar. Right willingly. 

Ant. om Jorward.| Hence, signor! 

Mar. Father! 

Ant. I pray your grace retire, but first . 

Command that libertine from the apartment! 

St. Pier. (sternly surveying alternately ANTO- 
NIO and FERRARDO.] I go, your reverence, 
of mine own accord. | 

(Exit, followed by FERRARDO, R. 

Mar. Father, what meant you by that word, 

which turned 
My very blood to ice? 

Ant. Behooves your highness . 

To keep your eye upon your husband’s honor, | 
If not upon your own! 


{ 
You have never been in Switzerland ? 
St. Pier. Oh, yes, | 
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Act IV, Scene 1. ae ° 


Mar. I have wronged my lord? 
How have I wronged my lord? 
Ant. By entertaining 
With marked and special preference a man 
_ Until to-day a perfect stranger to thee. 
Mar. Goon! 
_ Ant. He is a libertine! 
Mar. Go on! 
Ant. A woman who has such a friend has 
naught 
To do oun hone st men! 
— Mar. Goon! 
Ant. A wife 
B: Has done with friend—her heart, had it the room 
Of twenty hearts, her husband ought to fill— 
A friend that leaves not space for “other friends, 
Save such as nature’s earliest warrant have 
To house there. 
Mar. You are right in that! 


E 


Go on. 


Ant. A court’s a place where men have need to 
watch 
Their acts and words not only, but their looks; 
_ For prying eyes beset them round about, 


: 
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That wait on aught but thoughts of charity. 
What were thy words I know not, but thy acts 
Have been the comment of the court to- day— 
of ee that gaped with marvel—groups that 


7 | ' 


eonee ae thee, leaning ears to lips, 
Whose whispers, were their import known to thee, 
Had ernitied thee worse than thunder! 
Mar. So! Goon. 
Ant. What if they reach thy consort ? 
Mar. What! 
Ant. Aye, what! 
Mar. He'll spurn them as he ought—as I do 
spurn them. 
For shame! for shame! Me thou shouldst not 
arraign, 
But rather those who basely question me! 
peather; the heart of innocence is bold! 
ell me, how comes your court to harbor one 
om I should blush to speak to? If its pride 
not the bearing that looks down on vice, 
at right has it to hold its head so high ? 
ndure at court what from our cottage door 
Vofather would have spurned! If that’s your 


Ag 


ae 
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be ae ee nor mistress of your court! 
ather, no more! E’en from thy reverend lips 
will not hear what I’ve no right to list to. 
What! taint my lord with question of my truth! 
Could he who proved my love on grounds so broad 
As I have given my lord, on grounds so mean 
Descend to harbor question of my love— 
Though broke my heart in the disseverment, 
_ He were no longer lord or aught of mine! 

[ Going R. 
Prather, no more! I will not hear thee! Frown— 
BES cos not frown !_to Heaven I turn from 
{frit Rk. 
‘Swerving) 


a 


' 
4 


Ant. wan seaddanée offends me. 
virtue 
Endureth not rebuke—while that, that’s steadfast 
With smiling patience, suns the doubt away, 
Wherewith fnistrtist would cloud it! ’Tis not. 
right! 


eee ae FE EOL, Oy beater t 


eke enters unperceived, and kneels to 
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Mar. Father! 
Ant. Daughter : 
Mar. 1 am thy daughter ! 
me! 
Were I the best, I were not ’bove thy charity— 
Were I the worst, I should not be beneath it! 
Ant. Thou hast my blessing. 
Mar. Ere I break my fast 
To-morrow, father, I’ll confess to thee, 
And thou shalt know how little or how much 
I merit what thou giv’st me! so, good night ! 
Ant. Good night, fair daughter. Benedicite ! 
[Exeunt severally. 


Oh, my father, bless 


ACT LV. 
SCENE I.—A Street. 
Enter BARTOLO, BERNARDO, CARLO and others. 


Bar. Hush, signors! speak softly! ’Tis treason, 
and we may be hanged for it. So the matter 


stands! The young duchess, I fear me, is an old 
sinner—and what a saint she looked! Let no 
man marry a wife who looks like a saint. Please 


Providence, mine shall be as ill-favored as Satan ! 

Ber. ‘Tis a way to make sure of a wife. 

Bar. It is, signors. Such is the value of beauty. 
Let any man take his own case. Now myself, for 
instance—how many a scrape should I have 
avoided, had I been born as ill-favored as some 
people! He is the happiest man, be assured, 
whom no one has reason to envy. Now thou art 
a happy man, Bernardo. 

Ber. I thank you, Signor Bartolo. 

Car. But when happened this ? 

Bar. I told you it happened about half an hour 
ago. 

” Ber. Prithee, signor, tell it us again! 

Bar. Well, then, draw near, and remember you 
are sworn to secrecy. 

All. We are, we are ! 

Bar. You all know that 1am fond of the news 
—though I have as little curiosity as any man. 
Well, where can one get news, if not at the 
palace ? So to the palace I went this morning 
as I do every morning. Few persons have ad- 
mittance at the palace as I have, for they are 
people of discretion at the palace, and suffer not 
rogues that come peeping and prying—spies and 
blabbers—scoundrels of no trust or honesty ; but 
Ihave admitpance to the palace, for they know me. 

Ber. Well! 

Bar. When I entered it was all confusion! One 
running this way, another that way! One whis- 
pering this person, and every one with wonder 
in his looks! I warrant you I did not look the 
figure of wonder, too. 

Car. Go on, good Bartolo. 

Bar. Well, L happened to have a friend or two 
at the palace. Lucky for me that I have so— 
there is no doing anything there without a friend. 
‘‘ Would that such a one was here,” said I to my- 


self; scarce had I said it, when in runs the very 


man I was thinking of. 
Ber. Excellent ! 
Bar. Just in the nick of time, or I verily be- 


lieve I should have died of wonder—at the same 
Aneye so firm-resentful—speech solofty— [Mar-_ | time every one knows I am the least curious man 
Well, in runs my friend, just in the 
“Trea- 
son!” whispered he; ‘‘ but I dare not breathe it 


in Mantua. 


nick of time. ‘* The matter !” cried L 
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| 

| hear it,” cried he, ‘ for you area lad of discretion, 

| and have a guard upon your tongue.” You see, 

| signors, that I have a character at the palace. 

. Ber. Go on, Bartolo. 

| Bar. Well, as I told you before, the substance 
was this—and nothing more nor less: Julian St. 


for whose wild practices would have been dis- 
missed from it many a year ago, but for the favor 


from the anteroom that leads to the duchess’ 
chamber, and secured upon the spot. 

Ber. and Car. Go on! 

Bar. I have no more to tell you—you know as 


| longer. I have some friends in the next street to 
see ; others in the street beyond; more again in 
the street beyond that. 


| be discreet! remember, I got it as I gave it, on 
' promise of secrecy—be discreet! Discovered half 


i leads to the duchess’ chainber! Be discreet, I say 
| —a silent tongue, a wise head! Be discreet—be 
: discreet ! [Exeunt severally. 


_ScENE II.—Anteroom leading to the DUCHESS’ 
apartment. 


Enter MARIANA, L. 


| 

| Mar. Or I have had sweet dreams, whose fleet- 

! ing forms 

| Have but the charm of their fair presence left ; 

| Or by my couch hath some good angel watched, 

And upon my lapsed, unconscious spirit breathed 

The balmy: fragrance of his heavenly visit. 

So light my heart as it were clad with wings 

And floated in the sun! My lord! my lord! 
How’s this? ’tis strange! at thought of my dear 

| 

| 


ord, 
| My soaring heart hath dropp’d at once to earth. 
- It is the incidents of yesternight 
The thought of him recalls! I feel as though 
| I fear’d my lord! or is’t the world I fear ? 
| The world, which yesternight I did defy, 
_ But now begin to think upon its snares, 
| And feel, as they beset me round so thick, 
' I cannot step but I do tread upon 
| The precincts of perdition! Blessed mother! 
| My heart is heavy as just now ’twas light. 


Enter ANTONIO, L. 


My confessor! here’s comfort! welcome, father ! 
For mercy’s sake, what’s this? ‘I welcome thee, 
‘¢ And thou to me giv’st naught but an all hail! 
‘‘ Why, what’s the matter? can I be awake ?” 
Father, I need kind looks and words to-day— 
My heart is sick—oh, earth, how sick! I look’d 
For thee to bring me peace. Alack—alack! 
Why do your eyes of mercy turn to swords, 
‘‘ Only they pierce where feeling is more quick !” 
Father, be pitiful: ’tis not the proud | 
And forward woman brayed thee yesternight, 
But thy repentant daughter kneels to thee ! 

Ant. Repentance is a grace! but it is one 
That grows upon deformity—fair child 
To an unsightly mother! Nor, indeed, 
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| 
| 
| 
much asI do.. But be discreet! a silent tongue | 
| 
| 
| 


THE WIFE. 
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' for my life.” ‘ What is it?” said I; “I'll be as| Always a grace! ’tis oftentimes—too oft— 


mute as the marble under my feet.” ‘ You shall |The bootless terror of the stranded soul, : 


Pierre, who has lately returned to the court, and! Ant. Nay, rather answer thou, what of thy lord! 


| 


| of the Duke Ferrardo—this Julian St. Pierre, I: Heads the proud war, in wisdom and in arms 


say, was half an hour ago discovered stealing The foremost plume of the van! and, crown of-all, 


betokens a wise head! I cannot stay with you} The larum-curfain’d couch of restless war, 


| 


| 


I know not how many I: His dearest honor by thy side reposing, 
have to see. I have the whole city to see. Novw,! And little dreams that stain has reach’d it there! 


’ 
‘ 
t 


an hour ago, stealing from the anteroom that; Last night? 


[Act IV, Scene 2 | 


When ebbing passion leaves it all alone 

Upon the bleak and dreary shoals of sin! 

So it’s of different kinds. Which kind is thine? 
Mar. Father ! 7 
Ant. Thy lord! thy lord! 

Mar. What of my lord ? 


I know that he is Duke of Mantua, 
Noble and fair and good! Hath high allies, 


I know he thinks himself, of every wish | ; 
Which heaves that breast of thine, the paramount, 
The happy lord! - 

Mar. He thinks himself— 

Ant. And presses | 


In hopes to change it for that downy one’ 
Where he did leave, as he imagined, safe, 


Mar. That stain has reach’d it there ! 
Ant. You slept alone 
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Mar. I slept alone? Yes—I did sleep alone! 
What idle words are these? I slept alone! 
I know I slept alone last night! the night 
Before! the night preceding that! Alone! 
How could I otherwise than sleep alone, 
When my dear lord’s away ? 

Ant. Thou lookest- - 

Mar. How ? . 

Ant. And speak’st— 

Mar. How—how do I look and speak ¢ 

Ant. Like innocence. 

- Mar. Dost doubt my innocence ? 

Ant. They say 
Thou didst not sleep alone ! 

Mar. Who say sot 

Ant. All 
The palace. 

Mar. They— I cannot speak the word 
Which doth imply the acting of a part 
Unparalleled in shame ! 

Ant. Another part, 

Which doth involve a tenfold deeper shame, 
They do refer the acting of to thee! 

Mar. Art thou my friend ? 

Ant. Hast thou not proved me so? | 

Mar. I have. Forgive me that I questioned 


thee ; 
But when I know my heart’s supreme content 
In its own clearness—not in act alone, 
But wish; nor wish alone, but thought of sin— 
‘When I know this, and think of yesternight, 
And worse than yesternight do find to-day, 
I ’gin to think the world is made of hate, 
And doubt if thou—e’en thou—art not my foe! 
Oh, do not be my foe! indeed—indeed 
The helpless maid that hung upon thy robe 
To beg protection and receive it there, 
Unchanged in all—save that she is a wife, 
And as a wife more bound than e’er to heaven— 
In strait more piteous than she knelt e’en then, 
Clings, kneeling, to it now! What’s said of me f 
And on what ground? for not the robe I hold 
Less conscious is of ground of foul report 
Than Iam! 

Ant. Left thy chamber*any one 


| 
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This morning, whom thy honor should forbid 
To cross its threshold ? 
Mar. No! 
Ant. Art sure? ’Tis said 
There did. The man was seen. 
Mar. The man! 
Ant. The man 
_ Departing from this antechamber! this, 
_ Which none except thy lord, myself, and those 
_ Who wait upon thy person, do frequent. 
Mar. Who was the man ? 
Ant. Seen in the very act 
_ Of slinking from your door! 
Mar. Who was the man ? 
Ant. The same that last night held thee in 
discourse. 
Mar. I’m lost! 
Enter FERRARDO, LORENZO, Cosmo and others, L. 
Fer. Lady, by your leave, we wish 
To pass into your chamber. [FERRARDO and 
LORENZO pass in—the others remain. 
Ant. You are lost ! 
Mar. (’'m lost-—but I am innocent ! 
Fer. {returning with LORENZO.] My lords, 
You know who owns this scarf ? 
Cos. It is St. Pierre’s ! 
Fer. "Twas found beneath the couch—our ad- 
vocate 
Of State it was that saw it there. Are ye satisfied? 
Cos. We are, your grace! 
Ant. Find earth where grows no weed, and you 
may find 
_A heart wherein no error grows. I thought 
Thy heart without one—thought it was a garden 
So thickly set with flowers, no weed had room 
To shoot there! Who would sin, who knew how 
shame 
_Confounds the trespasser! I cannot stay. 
My tears be vouchers for me that I loved her, 
And fain would doubt the lapse I must allow. 
[ Hxtt L. 
Fer. My worthy friends, follow the confessor— 
I wish to speak in private with her highness. 
[Ezeunt LORENZO, CosMo and LorDs, L. 
Iam your friend! you are accused of treason— 
+ The grounds against you are conclusive ones ; 
| | Your judges will be those who will not spare you, 
+ And soon and summary will be your trial. 
_ The penalty of your offense is death ! 
You are now a prisoner! I pity you, 
Would save you—will! As soon as dusk sets in, 
_In a convenient spot without the town, 
To which in secret you shall be conveyed, 
_Ishall have horses waiting— [MARIANA shrieks 
and starts up from her knee, on which she 
had remained in a state of mental stupefac- 


tion 
Hush ! 
Mar. For flight ? 
Fer. For flight ! by dawn you shall be far away 
m Mantua. 
Mar. At dusk ? 
_ Fer. At dusk; as soon 
As dusk begins to fall, expect me here, 
And thou shalt have supply of gold enough 
To pay the charges of thy journey—yea, 
Maintain thee in abundance where thou wilt. 
Mar. I may depend upon thee ? 
Fer. Fear me not. 
Remember, now—at dusk. 
Mar. I will! at dusk. 


—————— 
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[Exeunt severally. 
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| With a grasp! Nor can it ’scape my power! Her 
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SCENE III.—Another Chamber in the Palace. 


Enter FERRARDO, R. 


Fer. His heart is in my power as’twere a thing 
Which in my hand I held, and I could crush 


name— 

That flower of woman’s pride, which, ta’en away, 

From a bright paragon she turns a thing 

For basest eyes to look askant upon— 

Is blasted past the power of rain and sun 

To bring it to its pristine hue again. 

Now for St. Pierre—he also must to-night 

Take leave of Mantua. [Unlocks door.| Come 
forth, my friend ! 


SHS FSSSESFFSFFESHSSSE SESE SESHSEFSFEESESEFES SESE SESESEFEFEFESESEFOEESEEFEEEEEFEEFEEEFEFFEFEFESEFEFEEEHOOS + 


Enter St. PIERRE, CO. 


Dost thou not know me? What an air is this! 
A king could not a loftier assume 
At high offense! ’T'was thus with thee last night, 
Nothing but moody looks—until the count 
With much persuasion waved you to our feast : 
I wondered at thee. 
St. Pier. Are we alone? 
Fer. What’s this ? 
St..Pier. Are we alone? Where are the craven 
minions 
That overpowered me in the corridor, 
And at thy bidding dragged me hither ? 
Fer. Pshaw! 
Art thou no wiser than to heed them? know’st not 
’Twas done upon my instruction—mine—thy 
friend’s ? 
St. Pier. Are we alone ? 
Fer. We are alone. 
St. Pier. Art sure 
That door is unattended? that no minions 
Watch it without ? 
Fer. 1 am. 
St. Pier. Wilt lock it? 
Fer. [locking tt and returning.| There! 
St. Pier. [springing upon him.| Villain! 
Fer. What means this violence ? 
St. Pier. You struck me 
When I contended with the recreants, 
That smite this moment what the one before 
They fawn’d upon! Across their arms you struck, 
And fell’d me with the blow! Now take it back! 
Fer. Stop! you'll repent it if you strike ! 
St. Pier. I tell thee, 
I ne’er received a blow from mortal man 
But I did pay it back with interest! One by one 
I have parted with those virtues of a man 
Which precept doth inculcate; but one grace 
Remains—the growth of nature—the true shoot 
Abuse could not eradicate, and leave 
The trunk and root alive—one virtue—manhood! 
The brow whereon doth sit disdain of threat, 
Defiance of aggression, and revenge 
For contumely. You did.strike me! 
I must have blow for blow! 
Fer. (drawing his dagger.| Let fall thy hand 
Upon my person—lo, my dagger’s free, 
And I will sheathe it in thy heart! 
St. Pier. I care not, 
So I die quits with thee! 
Fer. I would not kill thee, 
So don’t advance thy hand! Nay, listen first, 
And then, if thou wilt, strike me! Strike! abuse 
Thy friend, who, when he struck thee, was thy 
friend 


Come! 
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As much as he is now, or ever was: 
Who struck thee but that he should seem thy foe, 
To hide indeed how much he was thy friend. 
Nay, if the lack of quittance for a blow— . 
Which but in show was one, for ’tis the thought 
That makes the act—must constitute us foes, 
My dagger’s up! now give a blow indeed 
For one that seemed but one. 

St. Pier. I take’t in thought, 
And let thy person unprofaned go. 

Fer. No animal so wild it will not tame, 

Save man! Come, calm thyself, sit down—as yet 

Thou know’st not whether to caress thy friend 

Or tear him! Shouldst thou tear him? Come, 

sit down. 

_ There’s not a man in Italy save thee 

| Would. fret, and he the master all at once 

| Of good ten thousand ducats! Still a brow! 

Odds man, be merry! rub thy hands and laugh! 
Thou art rich—look here. [Showing a casket. 

St. Pier. How came I yesternight 
To sleep in the chamber of the duke? And why 
This morning, when I left the anteroom, 

Was I assaulted by thy minions ? 

Fer. Pshaw ! : 
Enough thou slept’st where thou didst sleep, next 
| chamber 
| To the duke’s wife, and thereby mad’st thy fortune: 
For every ducat, of the sum I named 
Is thine, but render me one service more. 

St. Pier. Name it. 

Fer. Just write for me, in boasting vein, 
Confession thou didst pillow yesternight 
| There, where the honor of the duke forbids 
' That head save his should lie. 
| Why do you gaze? ’Tis easily done. 
| St. Pier. It is. 

Fer. It takes but pen and ink, and here they are. 
| Make use of time! the hour that is not used 
. Is lost, and might have been the luckiest, 
' Converted to account. What ponder’st thou ? 
| _ St. Pier. The manner best to execute thy wish : 
' ’m hardly in the vein—’twould put me into ’t 
| Wouldst thou relate the means whereby I came 
To lie in the duke’s chamber. 
Fer. 'Twould retard thee! 
St. Pier. No, it will rather help me. When I 
write 
| Ofttimes I miss the’ thought, too much intent 
' On finding it-—looking at something else, 
' Lo, there it stands before me of itself! 
' How came I in the chamber of the duke? 
| er. You supped, you may remember, with the 
count 
; And me? 
| §t. Pier. I do. 
| fer. "T'was planned between us. 
St. Pier. Well? 
| Fer. And for our end we kept the revel up— . 
| I mean the count and [-—for, as I said 
Before, thou wast not ih the joyous vein— 
' Till all the palace had retired to rest. 
St. Pier. My lord, may’t please you, stop—my 
thought has come. 
! A fair commencement! excellent! most fair ! 
| You see how much you helpme! There—go on: 
You reveled till the place was at rest— 
What then ? 
Fer. Why, then, finding “thee jealous still 
, Of the analy grape, we dr ugged your cup, and 


{Act IV, Scene 3. 


The potion worked, sonveyed you in your sleep— 


To sound or stir profound as that of death— 
Into the chamber of the duke—of tlie key 
Of which I keep a duplicate—and there 
We laid you in his bed. 
St. Pier. Break off again, 
While I goon! You see, my lord, how eat. 
A help you are to me! It comes as fast 
As though I were inditing what you spoke— 
Your grace rehearsed to me. Most excellent ! 
And now proceed again. ; 
Fer. Where left I off? 
St. Pier. Where you had laid me in his high- 
ness’ bed. 
Fer. You're right. There left we thee to sleep . 
that night, 
With a partition only ’twixt his wife 
And thee, and that made frailer by a door— 
The lock of which I from its use absolved, 
And, casting ’neath her highness’ couch thy scarf, 
As proof of closer neighborhood to her, . 
Withdrew to foretaste of reyense: 
St. Pier. Enough ! 
Fer. Enough ? 
St. Pier. Tut, tut! Lonly meant 
Your highness to break off, while I resume. 
My thoughts do flow again—better and better | 
Your grace, a hundred ducats I have done 
Almost as soon as you! Goon! What end 
Proposed your highness to yourself by this? . 
fer. To blast her name, and in the death of that 
Involve my cousin’s life! Accordingly — 
By my direction wert thou watched and seized, ° 
And hither brought as partner in a crime 
Whose penalty is death—which thou shalt ’scape— 
Scape with enriched life—so ne'er again 
Thou show’st thy face in Mantua, and keep’st 
Thy counsel. 
St. Pier. [writing.| Have you done ? 
Fer. I have. 
St. Pier. And so 
Have I. A fair commencement! better far. 
Continuation! and the winding up 
The fairest of the whole! Howsoe’er, of that 
Your pusanes shall be judge. ’Sdeath, here’s a 
wor 
I did not mean to wr ite, for one I wanted ! 
I needs must take it out. I pray your highness 
Lend me a knife. 7 i 
Fer. I have not one. 
St. Pier. Well, then, 
Your dagger—if the edge of it is sharp. 
Fer. There ’tis. 
St. Pier. And there is the confession, duke—. 


Si 
ten Why, this is my confession ! 


St. Pier. Aye, 


. Indeed, your highness! ! 


Fer. Word for word. 
_ St. Pier. You'll own 
I’m something of a clerk. I hardly hoped 
It would have pleased your highness! My lord ake. 
Sign the confession. | 

Fer. 

St. Pier. It pleases me. 
If that contents thee not, Pm in thy power, 
And I'd have thee in mine! Your highness sees 
I am frank with you. = 

. Fer. Can it be you, St. Pierre? 

St. Pier. No—it is you, and not the peasant lad, 
Whom fifteen years ago in evil hour 
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Without his father’s knowledge—his old father 

Who, thinking that he had a prop in him 

Man could not rob him of and heaven would spare, 

Blessed him one night, ere he laid down to sleep, 

And waking in the morning found him gone! 
([FERRARDO attempts to rise. 

Move not, or I shall move—you know me! 


er. Nay, ; 
Pll keep my seat. St. Pierre, I trained thee like 
A cavalier ! 
St. Pier. You did—you gave me masters, 
_ And their instructions quickly I took up 
_ As they did lay them down! I got the start 
Of my contemporaries—not a youth 
Of whom could read, write, speak, command a 
_ Weapon, 
Or rule « horse with me! you gave me all— 
: All the equipments of a man of honor— 
- But you did find a use for me, and made 
: A slave, a profligate of me. 
[FERRARDO about to rise. 
I charge you, keep your seat! 
Fer. You see I do! 
St. Pierre, be reasonable! you forget 
; There are ten thousand ducats. | 
St. Pier. Give me, duke, 3 
The eyes that looked upon my father’s face! 
The hands that helped my father to his wish! 
The feet that flew to do my father’s will ! 
The heart that bounded at my father’s voice ! 
And say that Mantua were built of ducats, 
And I could be its duke at cost of these, 
I would not give them for it! Mark me, duke! 
I'saw a new-made grave in Mantua, 
And on the head-stone read my father’s name ; 
To seek me, doubtless, hither he had come— 
To seek the child that had deserted him— 
And died here, ere he found me! 
Heaven can tell how far he wandered else! 
Upon that-grave I knelt an altered man, 
And rising thence, I fled from Mantua—nor had 
returned, 
But tyrant hunger drove me back again 
To thee—to thee!—my body to relieve 
At cost of my dear soul! I have done thy work ; 
Do mine! and sign me that confession straight. 
Vm in your pow’, and I'll have thee in mine! 
Fer. Art thou indeed in earnest '? 
St. Pier. Look in my eyes. 
Fer. Saint Pierre, perbaps I 
thee ? 
St. Pier. Sign! 
Fer. Vl double the amount! 
St. Pier. Come, sign! 
Fer. Saint Pierre, 
Will forty thousand ducats please thee ? 
i St. Pier. ‘There’s 
. The dial, and the sun is shining on it— 
| The shadow is on the very point of twelve— 
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My case is desperate! Your signature 

Of vital moment-is unto my peace ! 

My eye is on the dial! Pass the shadow 

The point of noon the breadth of but a hair 

AS can my eye discern—and that unsigned— — 

The steel is in thy heart: I speak no more! 
Fer. Saint Pierre! Notspeak? Saint Pierre! 
St. Pier. Is it signed ? 


ie 


> PHALLOEOOHED ELEN EEEEEOEEEEEEESESEEEEEEESEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE444446666444446666666444460% 
i Act V, Scene 1.] THE WIFE. | | 17 
+ —_ 
~| You chanced to cross upon his native hills— Fer. [writing hurriedly.| It is! 
3, In whose quick eye you saw the subtle spirit St. Pier. Your signet, as a proof 1 am at large. 
$: Which suited you, and tempted it; who took Now take my station in that closet. No- 
¢. Your hint and followed you to Mantua - [Attempt atan alarm! In,in,Isay!  -~ , 


Hold wind, we'll make the port. I thank your 
highness ! 
_ [Opens door, speaks aloud, and exit. 


ACT V.* 
_ ScENE I.—A Street in Mantua. 
Enter BARTOLO and BERNARDO, meeting. 
Ber. Whither so fast, Bartolo ? | 

' Bar. T know not! anywhere—everywhere. I 
would I were as many men as there are streets in 
Mantua, that I might be in every part of the city 
at the same time. Have you any news? 


er. No. 
. oe of St. Pierre ? 


. No. 
Bar. oe of the duchess ? 
Oo 


Bar. {have fasted twelve hours together and 
upwards, and never hungered for a. meal as I 
hunger for news. Is not that Carlo? Signor Carlo! 
Hoa! hilloa! here, Signor Carlo! make haste— 
make haste! 

Enter CARLO, running. 
. Well, Signor Bartolo, what’s the matter? 
. Can you tell me any news? 
. No, signor. . 
. Nothing of the duchess ? 


. No. 
. Nothing of St. Pierre ? 
No 


Bar. Can I meet with no one who will tell me 
any news ? 

Car. By the bye, a horseman just now alighted 
near the palace. 

Bar. (going to run off.] Indeed! | 

Car. Stop! you won’t find him now! 

Bar. Well! 

Car. He had ridden at full'speed. — | 

Bar. He had! Go on, Signor Carlo. 

Car. In less than a minute a crowd gathered 
round him—men, women and children—asking 
all at once for the news. 

Bar. Go on, dear Signor Carlo! . 

Car. You never heard such a clatter. ‘Have 
they found the duchess?” “Have they caught 
St. Pierre?” ‘‘The news! The news!”:and not 
a soul would hold his tongue to listen to the 
news. And what do you think it was ? 

Bar. I am dying to know! 

Car. Why, his wife had got scalded, and he 
had come to town for a leech. 
_ Ber. There’s news for you at last, Signor Bar- 
tolo! But whither were you running ? 

Car. To my breakfast. I have been up since 
four. Have you breakfasted yet ? 
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Ber. No. 

Car. Wilt thou go home with me? 

Ber. I care not if I do! But look at Signor 
Bartolo! What’s the matter, signor ? 

Bar. I wonder if they will not be overtaken. 
The poor duchess ! 
_ Bér. Mark if he is nof weeping—what a tender- 
hearted lad he is! | 

Bar. I am a tender-hearted lad, Signor Ber- | 


*The First Soene of this Act is entirely omitted on the stage. | 
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- nardo—I can cry by the hour! Tell me a doleful|} Without a cloud—a game where fortuné lay 


tale, and see if my handkerchief is not out. 
Ber. And what are you weeping for now ? 
Bar. To think of the duchess—if she should be 
caught ! 
what 2 sight it would be! Though I had to walk 
a hundred miles, I’d come to see it. 
. Ber. What would you come to see ? 


Bar. (crying.] Her execution, Signor Bernardo. | A brow with honors laden back to it! 


How I would hold my breath! How my heart 
would beat! How I would weep for the poor, 
dear duchess! 

Enter Manco, hastily. 

Marco. They are caught They are caught! 

Bar. Are they, dear Signor Marco? Kind Sig- 
nor Marco, when, where, and how ? 

Marco. On the other side of the lake, ten min- 
utes ago, and by half a dozen burghers that 
luckily fell in with them. 

Bar. Oh, dear! put your hand to my heart, 
Signor Carlo. Feel how it beats!- Kind Signor 
Marco, goon! ’Tis all over with them ! 

Marco. And so it ought to be—two arrant 


| thieves. 


Bar. Thieves, Signor Marco—thieves ! 

Marco. Aye, thieves ! what could you call them? 
They found upon them a salver of gold and two 
massy cups of the same metal, all marked with 
the duke’s arms. If that is not thievery, I know 
not what is. ; 

Bar. Signor Carlo—Signor Bernardo! Heard 
you ever the like? To carry off the duke’s plate! 
Go on, dear Signor Marco! How lucky I had not 
gone before you came! Go on—do, prithee! I 
suppose they will wait for the duke before any- 
thing is done ? 

Marco. Not they! What need to wait for the 


duke ? Summary justice will be done upon them. 


Bar. Summary justice! think of that ! Oh, dear 
Signor Bernardo! Signor Carlo—oh, dear—I shall 
never be able to stand it! 

Marco. Stand what ? 

Bar. The sight. Good, kind, dear Signor Marco, 
doesn’t your heart bleed for them ? 

Marco. Does yours, Signor Bartolo ? 

Bar. It does! Look at myeyes. If you never 
saw rain from a pair of eyes before, there ’tis for 
you. Rain pelting, Signor Marco! pelting rain. 


Summary justice, say you ? 


Marco. Yes; they are to be whipped at noon. 

Bar. Whipped, Bernardo—Carlo! Whipped! 
You do not say ee 

Marco. But I do 

Bar. Who are to be whipped ? 

Marco. Why, the two rascals who broke into 
the duke’s jeweler’s last night. 

Bar. What a fool you are, Signor Marco! I 
thought it was St. Pierre and the duchess that 
had been taken. And we shall have no execution 
after all! See, signors, see! A horseman at full 
speed has just passed the end of the street, in the 
direction of the palace. News, signors, news! 
Who makes the best use of his legs shall have the 
first on ’t. [Exit running, the rest following. 


SCENE II.—A Tent. 
LEONARDO, OFFICER and SOLDIERS discovered. 
Leon. I’ faith, a glorious close! our brief cam- 


paign 
Hath pass’d like sport upon a summer’s day, 


The poor duchess—the fair duchess !! And straight for Mantua. 
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All on one side—and that was ours! 
Give order for the striking of our tents 
At earliest dawn—Ill but salute the sun, 


[Exeunt OFFICER and SOLDIERS. | 


Oh, sweet the sight 
Of his dear native land to him who brings 
Dear Mantua, that twice has given me life ! 
Once in the breath which first I drew in it; 
Now in the gift, without the having which | 
That breath were given in vain! How does my 


wife . 
Bright, crown of my bright fortunes? Ob, my 
eart 
How does my love? The plume of victory 
Ive won, but wear not till I see it nod 
In the bright mirror of her glistening eye. 
When shall that be?—to-morrow? Blest to- 


morrow, 
Would—would thou wast to-day ! 
Enter SECOND OFFICER, R. 
0 


ficer. Your cousin and the nobles who compose 

Your highness’ council, with your confessor 

And advocate of State, attend without, in haste, 
and news 

From Mantua. 

Leon. The tidings of our truce 

Can scarce have reached them yet! 
flies quick— 

I deem’d not good was of so swift a wing. 

Admit them. 


Bad news 


Enter FERRARDO, FLORIO, ANTONIO, LORENZO ‘: 


and NOBLES, C. 


Welcome, cousin—welcome all! , 
Note of our victory I see has reached you, 
And ye are come to give me greeting, which 
I gladly should have journey’d to receive. 
But where’s my duchess? She had been, methinks, 
A fair addition to your cavalcade— 
You might have brought her with you. 
{Zo FERRARDO, «who drops his eyes. 
Strangers yet! 
Nay, then, the fault, I’m positive, is yours. 
Had you but dropp’d a hint of your intent, 
And given a glance of invitation to her, 
She would have ta’en it as a ready friend, 
Given you her hand, and thank’d you for the leave 
To bear you company. 
Fer. Your highness’ pardon ; 
A man can’t help his doubts, e’en if he would, 
And I have grounds, and solid ones, for mine. 
Leon. Fie, fie—offend in any other thing, 


And ere you ask youre pardoned! Here are: 
friends— 
Friends of my love’s and mine—tried friends—anqd_- 


et : 
Not frionds in this—to leave my wife behind, 

Who loves me best, when they in zeal of love 

Are here to give me joy of my high fortune. 

How does my lady, friend? How does she, father ?’ 


-| Why comes she not to greet me?. You should be’ 


Her harbingers—a step or two before; 

Or bring ye charge from her to expedite 
My long’d return to Mantua, as if 

My heart were not remembrancer enough ? 
For never speed me, heaven, if life is life—- 
If I do fee] I live beneath the sun— 
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‘ "Lor. Your highness’ patience. 

3; What speaks your cousin fain would I deny, 
! with them, 


Act V, Scene 2.] 


Am what I am, the very fool of fortune— 
Until I stand in her sweet sight again. 
[FERRARDO and FLORIO whisper. 
Why whisper ye ? 
ANTONIO and LORENZO whisper. 
And ye do whisper, too. 
Ha! By your looks, I noted not before, 
| Ye come to tell me of disaster! Speak! 
The sum on’t. Tis heavy—what is it? 


| | Come, name me the amount! Is it my dukedom, 


Or what? .’Tis nothing of my wife—say that— 
And say aught else which stern misfortune 
| prompts! 
Blow wind, mount wave, no rock to shut me 
thence, 
I see the strand to run my bark ashore, 
And smile upon my shipwreck. 
Fer. "Tis of her 
We came to speak. 
| _ Leon. 'Tis no mishap to her— 


| | For you do speak in anger, not in grief. 


i If what you come to say affects reproach— - 
Reproachof her!—speak out—speak ye the truth— 
| Ye cannot speak in anger! 
Fer. That our duty 
Permitted us to leave you in that mind ! 
Leon. Pshaw! do thy duty—be it duty—'tis 
Beyond its power of other mind to make me. 
Fer. Thy lady is false to thee ! 
Leon. [drawing.| Thy tongue is false 
To thee—it puts thy life in jeopardy ! 
Recall thy words or die ! 
Flo. My gracious liege, 
He speaks the truth ! 
Leon.. Thou too! 


But cannot. 
Leon. I do only doubt which way 


{ 


.3: To point my sword ! 
: ; Ant. Your highness— 
| 


Leon. What say you? 
Speak out, thou reverend man !—there only wants 
y tongue to prove how little heavenward do 


3! The thoughts of men incline, when her—heaven’s 


work— 


| That bears, as never did a thing of earth, 


' The glorious impress of its shining hand— 
These men would filch from heaven. Come, side 
And say my wife is false !. 
__ Ant. My gracious liege, 
Restrain your ire at what you would not hear, 
| And-audience give to what you ought to hear. 


-+' If facts avouched by eyes may be believed, 


T say—that would not say it—thou art wronged! 
‘ Peruse that paper—there you have our grounds 
| For saying what we say. 
Lor. Oh, read, my liege! 


: “Think ’tis our dut speaks, and what it says, 


“Says at the cost of our unfeigned love— 


-¢ “Which, sooner than mischarge should undermine 


“Thy towering happiness, would be itself 
“The seaward mole, to meet the rushing wave, 
‘ “ And break its fary ere it bursts on thee! 
“But wind and tide as ir setting in 

“Will sometimes overwhelm all obstacles: 
“So needs must fall this heavy surge on a thee, 
“Which we let o’er in drowning !” 

Leon. I read-it—not 
That I do fear it, or give credence to it. 
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“Fer. Your highness sees how fact doth hinge on 


. Not a jot ar 
That might noe be contrived, and against which 
Improbability doth not set its face. 
My lord, my lord, you love me not !—nor you, 
Nor you—I doubt if any loves me here: 
I doubt all things but that my wife is true ! 
I will to Mantua this very hour, 
To crave her pardon that I listen to you. 
Fer. My lord, she’s fled from Mantua. 
Leon. She is what ? 
Fer. She’s fled from Mantua, as also is 
Her paramour. 
Leon. Recall that word, or else 
Thou mak’st me do a murder! Is she fled ? 
Cousin, thou murder’st me! Speaks he the truth? 
Gainsay him, and I heed not what ye say ! 
Cousin, thou didst but hear that she was fled— 
Thou dost. not speak from thine own knowledge ? 
Fer. Else 
I had not spoken: 
Leon. Fled—in company— 
Fer. What else could I infer ? 
Leon. Thou but infer’st it. 
Come, then, all’s well! Let her be fled or not, 
She has fled perhaps to friends, perhaps to me! i 
Enter SECOND OFFICER, with MARIANA, C. 
Second Officer. My liege, the duchess. 
Leon. Ha! I told you so! 
Welcome, my loved—my wronged—my innocent! 
Welcome,. my loyal wife! 
Mar. My liege, stand off! 
Embrace me at the peril of your honor! 
Your cousin here! the count! your confessor ! 
And he! and these the members of your council! 
My tongue may save its labor, then. Yet whose 
So fit to tell my husband he’s the lord 
Of a dishonored bed, as hers whose heart— 
That ne’er admitted thought of man save him, 
Knew not its part that was-not given to him, 
Before itself 4s dearer heart set him, 
Sun, ae , life, health, desire, knew naught but 
m— 
Yet could not guard the jewel paramount 
Of what it loved so well; but, by an act 
Without a motive—monstrous to belief— 
Which reason unto madness would refer— 
Nay, doubt that even madness’ self could do |— 
What it so loved did spoil, and bring at once 
From proudest wealth to basest penury ! 
Leon. No—thou didst never swerve. Truth 
dwells in thee— 
Thou art all radiant with it! 
Mar. Not a doubt ! 
My trusting lord! my dear and honor’d lord! 
(Throws herself at his feet. 
Leon. [endeavoring to raise her.) Up to my 
heart ! 
Mar. No, by thy love! 
Leon. I say 
Pll have thee up—thy place i is here ! 
Mar. [prev enting him.) “ My lord !” 
What holds that paper ? tell me, is it not 
My accusation? Let me see it. True 


From first to last. The facts not otherwise 
Than noe set down. Wouldst take me to thy 
And this against me ? 
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Mar. ‘ Nay, speak again, 
‘¢ And think before you speak. Say that the duke, 
- Your cousin, loves you not! say that the count 
“Doth owe Phe grudge! say these, the mem- 
| bers o 


Leon. Come forth ! 
Fer.. Lead on! 
Enter St. PIERRE, behind, c 
Mar. No way to to hold thee from ‘thy bloody 
urpose ! 


. “Your highness’ council, are suborn’d by them—| Stop! thou wilt do a murder! Art thou sure 


“ Here stand two honest men who take their side! 
jos baat take me to thy heart, and this against 
| me ?” 
Leon. I would. 
Mar. And if you would, you should not do it! 
Leon. It is a plot. 
Mar. It is! 
But thou, my lord, must prove it to be one! 
Else it hath oped a chasm ’twixt thee and ine, 
Which, till thou close it up, or bridge it o’er 
With stable-footed truth, that all may trust, 
May not be cross’d. Leap it, and all is lost ! 
Leon. Canst give me clue to find it out? 
Mar. Methinks 
| Tecan. Thy cousin counsel’d me to fly, 
To ’scape, as he did say, the penalty 
Of my imputed crime—but, as I thought, 
To furnish of that crime conclusive proof; 
| Supplied me, too, with ample store of gold. 
| Leon. Traitor! I see it all—and do not you? 
_ My cousin and my subject though thou art, 
| To solemn mortal combat I defy thee! 
| That from thy lips, at point of my true sword, 
' Admission I extort of an attempt 
' To slur my lady’s honor: for thy soul. 
' No shriving knows, no healing speech with priest, 
. Till by confession it heaves off that sin. 
| Come forth ! 
| _ Mar. No, no! let me be guilty thought, 
| But, oh! in peril place not thou thy life! 
| Or let me prove, myself, my innocence, 
| By ordeal of poison or of fire ; 
‘‘ Or take from me, of unpolluted blood, 
| “Lucretia’s proof of an unstained soul, 
! “Unable to survive her body’s shame. Y 
; Do aught but put thy life in jeopardy ! 
. Leon. *‘ And she could injure me | 
Fer. “It is the trick 
‘‘ Of lapsed virtue to affect excess, 
‘* Which sound desert would sooner wrong itself 
‘Than claim pretension to. 
Leon. “ It is the trick 
“‘ Of villainy to lie.” Come forth ! 
Fer. Lead on! 
Mar. [embracing his knees.) ‘ My lord! my 
lord! my husband !”’ 
Leon. Loose thine arms! 
Mar. It is mine heart-strings hold thee, not 
mine arms. 
Wilt snap them? If thou wilt, thou hast a right— 
They are thine own! But wilt thou use that right? 
Leon. Take her away ! 
Mar. When fails our dearest friend, 
There may be refuge with our direst foe. 
[Rushing up to FERRARDO. 
Oh, why, art thou my foe? how lies my peace 
Between® thy good and thee? Is it thy good 
To slay my peace? Wilt thou not look upon me? 
Alas! thine eyes are better turned away 
For gazing on them, human as they are, 
I have a feeling of a "heart of stone : 
‘¢ And from my hopeless tears thy spirit flies, 
‘‘ That frozen on my lids I feel them hang!” 
Thou rock! Affliction did I plead to thee— 
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| ; Leon. ‘* Yes. I turn from thee Despair! 
: _ 


Thy wife is innocent? Thou know’st not what 
Thou go’st to! ‘ Whate’er befalls, the sin 

‘¢ Of ali the deed ’tis I must answer for— 

“‘The hapless wife that on thy house and thee 

‘“ Brought ruin! Have compassion on her soul, 
“Tf not upon thy own !” Nay, then, yet nest me, 


stop—. 
V'll put an end to all! Iam— 

Fer. Guilty ! ! 

Mar. No! ; 

To save thy life, my own, and his that’s heart 
Unto my life, I cannot speak the lie ! 
Leon. And if thou couldst, ’'d not believe thy 
tongue 
Though Truth’s as soon could lie. 

Fer. No tongue on éarth : 
Can clear her. She is false—to eyes and ears 
Convicted! She is an adultress! 

St. Pier. [rushing forward.| Liar! 
She is as true as thou art false! 

Fer. A caitiff 
That robb’d me, and did put my life in peril. 
But I'll be quits with him ! 

Leon. Prevent him! [Several paket but not 

before ST. PIERRE is wou 

St. Pier. Not 
Quite home, your grace—yet near, I hope, enough! 
Your highness, you do hear a dying man: 

Your wife is innocent ! 

Fer. A poor gallant 
That would not say as much! 

St. Pier. Your. ne ess, read 
This paper! Hold his grace! 

Fer. "Twas forced from me. 

St. Pier. Only the signature, my lord ! The rest 
Was voluntary—word for word—what fell . 

From his own lips. 

Fer. You passed the night beside her— 
Aloné—none near you—within whisper of her! 
Find pen to draw ’cross that. 

St. Pier. I pray your highness, 

Wears not your wife a little rustic cross, 
Carv’d by no craftsman’s hand ? 

Mar. 1 do-—the same: - 

I show’d thee when we spoke together 

St. Pier. Twas 
Your brother gave it you ? 

Mar. .It was. 

St. Pier. I think 
Some fifteen years ago ? 

Mar. So many years 
Have pass’d since that dear brother gave it me. 

I was a child then—he almost a man! 

St. Pier. You woke one morning, did you not, 

and saw 

That brother standing weeping by your bed: 
He blessed you, put that cross upon your neck, 
Kissed you, and bade farewell to you, and went— 
You never saw him more. Pray you, come near. 
Oh, God! my mother’s face! . 

Mar. My brother—Ambrose ! 

St. Pier. “Yes, Mariana ! 

Fer. “Is’ta mask, your highndss, 

‘‘ They’ve got up to amuse you ? : 
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Leon. “Hence with him! | ‘Wilt thou not speak tome? Hear’st thou, my 
“The count too! brother ? 

Fer. ‘Ym your slave, most gracious cousin— St. Pier. “ Our father’s cottage, Mariana !” 

Leon. “ And what is that? Thou faintest ! 

Fer. “To hate thee! and I doso!” [EHzeunt| St. Pier. No—it is nothing, sister ! 

FERRARDO and Count, attended. What makes thee look so pale and vanishing ? 
Mar. Brother, I said I knew thee! Thou for-|Don’t go from me! Alas! ’tis I am going! 
t’st ‘‘T have confessed myself!” Pray for me, sister! 

Thy sister’s little face to woman's grown ; Mine eyes have lost thee! But I feel thee oa 
But I remembered thine enough to feel That’s comfort ! yet I have thee in.my arms! 
Twas something once had been familiar dear! |Thou fadest, too, from them—fast! fast! thou art 
Oh, that my memory had better kept gone! [Sz. PIERRE dies. 
What my heart treasured thou didst prove how 


well! * THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


“Yet is there one thing wherein I am free. Mar. Ha! 7 


ST, PIERRE.—First dress: Ragged doublet and trunks, old hat. 
Second dress: Very handsome cavalier dress. 


ARDO.—First dress: Handsome black shape, trimmed with 
yellow ae gout. Second dress: Armor-shirt and legging, with 


go 


BERNARDO.—Fawn-colored shirt, trimmed with black velvet. 
CARLO.—Ibid. 
MARCO.—Black tunic, tranks and hat. 
| PIETRO.—Ibid. 
FERRARDO.faadson oly trimmed red tanto and vest; dark} coeseo,_rbid. 
FLORIO.—Blue merino tunic trimmed with silver; crimson trunks | STEPHANO AND OFFICERS.—First dress: Blue ebapes® striped 


trimmed with gold; red cloak richly trimmed; black cap and| and buttons. Second dress: Yellow velvet tunic, good breast- 


feathers. plate and cap. 


ANTONIO.—Black silk shirt trimmed with velvet; black velvet |; ADVOCATE.—Black tunic and trunks, cloak and square cap. 


surplice trimmed with black silk ribbon ; black velvet skullcap. | -oopreRBige shiré trimmed with black velvet, breast-plate 
LORENZO.—Black cloak and square cap. : and cap. 


HUGO.—Gray cloth shape, trimmed with black. _ MARIANA.—(Dress according to taste of actress.) 
BARTOLO—Ibid. FLORIBEL.—Ibid.  * 
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EDITORIAL REMARKS. 


‘The Hunchback” of Mr. Knowles was soon followed by the production of “The Wife.” This beautiful play was 
originally represented the 24th April, 1838, at the Covent Garden Theatre—the author appearing as Julian St. Pierre, 
Miss Ellen Tree as Mariana, and Mr. Charles Kean:as Leonardo.. It was played upwards of fifty nights during the 


> 


There are many passages of exquisite poetry in this piece, and some well-contrived coups de theatre, which never 
fail of effect when common justice is done them in the representation. Among the latter we may enumerate the scene 
where Leonardo discovers himself; that between Mariana and the Friar; the trick by which Si. Pierre gets possession 
of the dagger of the villain Duke, and is enabled to compel him to sign the confession of his own infamous practices; 
the sudden appearance of the slandered Duchess in the tent of her husband, and the subsequent entrance of St. Pierre, 
followed by his recognition of his sister and his own death. | | 


Nothing could be more finely conceived than the magnanimous incredulity with which Leonardo listens to the 
accusations against his wife. The character of Mariana is beautifully sketched. The combination of energy of will 
and independence of judgment with the depth and constancy of all the tenderest affections—the interweaving of the 
traits which command respect with those which inspire love—the reconcilement of all that is gentle, tender and 
adorable in the feminine attributes with the moral courage that prefers death to oppression, and the intellectual bold- 
ness which makes her more than a match in argument for the priest, who would control her actions—all form an 
admirable and natural picture of a true woman placed in circumstances of trial and perplexity. 


The character of St. Pierre is one of the most marked, interesting and original that we have had upon . the stage 
since the days of the Elizabethan dramatists. It is that of a youth trained up to crime, and soiled with guilt, but who 
is haunted with a sense of the good and the beautiful, which in the end breaks forth to overwhelm his tempter and 
instructor in depravity with consternation and defeat. 
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“The Wife” merits a place among the highest in our list of stock plays. Itis not, however, one of those pieces 
which it is safe to trust to an inferior corps dramatique. The first three acts, in particular, are likely to drag in the 
representation, unless the principal characters are sustained with ability and spirit. The two closing acts are so full 
of fine points, that it would be difficult even for dullness to render them ineffective. 
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